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it is not the decades but the centers of the decades that count. The Great War was 
born in the mid-30’s and ran until 1945. Then were ten years of complacency, that the 
Great War was won. Then Black men and women in the South cried out that complacen- 
cy is not enough, that it is human destiny to desire a greater world to be born out of 
struggle. They fought for ten years, and then Vietnam came. What could have been 
a cynical obliterating darkness was illuminated by struggle once again — White children 
learned the dreams of Blacks. 

The North Vietnamese tanks rolled into Saigon in 1975, and the Miserable War was 
over. For ten more years we stood in the rubbie of dreams, angry that their structures 
couldn’t hold. Some sought consolation in wealth, some in oblivion, some in procrea- 
tion, some in obstinacy. Those that felt the most despair could not have known that 
in their suffering they were the keepers of the flame. Their finest articulations blew 
into the darkness, and their bafflement assumed the grandeur of landscapes. At the 
mid-point of the following decade came the fear of war again. But the fear of war was 
only the disguise that something else was taking. 
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PANEGYRIC 


it is time for a new war, anew 


drug, a new generation. The 
parents have betrayed their ideals, turned 
mercenary and lied to their children. There is 


trouble with their Byzantine logic, their nuclear. 


passivity. The hopeless predicament of the 


species was amusing for a while. But a while is. 


a short time. A while is over. 

Words such as these might have been written 
twenty years ago. In the summer of 1965 | was 
working the finishing department in a leather fac- 
tory, and whenever the machines stopped 
everyone would crowd around a lunchbox-sized 
radio to hear the bulletins from Washington — 
thousands of troops, enormous battles, air at- 
tacks. We couldn’t believe it was happening. The 
official excuses explained nothing. ‘‘Security’’ 
was the reason — as if the security of Philco-Ford 
and-Dow and Sikorsky were the same as my 
security or my neighbors’. It seemed that Hitler 
had one thing right after all: tell the same lie over 
and over again and it becomes the truth. As one 
of my friends said, ‘‘When the Viet Cong lands 
at thé 30th St. pier, then let’s fight.”’ 

All wars have dubious public explanations. But 
sometimes the lies are too transparent, especially 
when you might have to die for them. And you 
know what happened twenty years ago, when 
there was a new drug, a new war and a new 
generation to fight it. If public language about the 
war was rotten, then wasn’t every value espous- 
ed by that great lying voice also false? And if 
every public value was false, then maybe the 
whole structure of reality was false! Might as well 
do away with all official values, might as well 
dissolve reality with psychedelics, might as well 
overthrow the government. There was nothing to 
lose. 

In the short run, we tried to stop the war. In 


& 


the long run the aim was to generate a critique 
of social values that would make another such 
war impossible forever. We failed flat out in our. 
first objective; only the American defeat ended 
the war. There was, however, a cultural revolu- 
tion so profound that even years of counterattack 
have failed to negate it. By this | mean that as 
a result of the ‘‘counterculture’’ most people no 
longer believe that sex is evil; no longer assume 
that politics is wise or has a soul; no longer hear 
voices of authority without mistrust. 

In my first paragraph above, | wasn’t talking 
about twenty years ago. | was referring to the 
present. 

Students ask me why we failed to stop the war, 
and | sweat bullets trying to answer them. We got 
caught up in ideology, | say, and wound up 
fighting each other instead of the enemy. Out of 
frustration we turned to violence, and we were 
hopelessly outgunned. Remember, | say, we got 
far enough that they had to start killing us right 
on campus. 

| try to conjure up those days, that dangerous 
proximity to civil war when a set of New York or 
California license plates was enough to get you 
beaten to a pulp in the midlands. When jejune 
excesses of style (long hair, wire-rimmed glasses, 
paisley) had symbolic force. How our phones 
were tapped, how Federal agents infiltrated stu- 
dent organizations, how families were split in half, 
how much hate there was in the days of love and 
peace and dope and freedom and magic. 

Five years ago young people would express 
sympathy that | went to college in such awful 
years. | would look at them blankly, and try to ex- 
plain that there is such a thing as virtue in con- 
flict. Now there is another kind of curiosity 
altogether, rather like what we felt for the “old 
left” radicals of the ‘30’s. We wanted to profit 
from their mistakes — and what | hear now is no 


idle curiosity, but a curiosity with a strangely 
pragmatic tone. 

People my age — you whom | once called 
Brothers and Sisters — let me remind you of 
those years. Don’t say, “‘Everyone is nostalgic 
for youth.” The only thing | am nostalgic for is the 
future. The truth is that those were dangerous 
years, years when our most sacred assumptions 
about ethics, aesthetics, religion, politics and sex- 
uality were re-examined on a daily basis. That 
kind of constant, radical interrogation of values 
is, in a word, terrifying. It is a little like going mad. 
There were a lot of casualties, and no wonder. 
We tasted intellectual freedom, and the price of 
intellectual freedom is total uncertainty, 


unanswerable questioning, loss of self, moral ver- 


tigo, madness. Generating your own values is 
much harder than accepting the standardized 
cultural ‘‘truths’’. But it is so much more exciting. 


What matters now is not the factual history of 
the 1960’s, but how that history is interpreted. 
Throughout the late ‘70’s and ‘80’s there was.a 
widely shared assumption that the Vietnam War 
was a bloodthirsty psychotic episode that came 
closer to destroying America than it did to con- 
quering Vietnam. The war’s moral hangover was 
a long nauseous one, and led most Americans 
to the conclusion that there should never again 
be so much slaughter in the name of ‘‘security.” 
Watergate was the followup to this, a symbolic 
crucifixion of the second president to prosecute 
the war, (Johnson had already crucified himself). 
Watergate was a show trial, a way of insisting 
before the nations of the earth that America had 
enough ethical fibre left to punish its own high 
and mighty — for what was a case of petty 
political espionage compared to a million dead? 
In a century it will become clear that Nixon was 
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forced from office for fighting an unpopular war, 
and then losing it. 

During the Carter years the basic interpreta- 
tion of the 1960’s remained the same — the war 
was cockeyed dementia, and a good Christian 
president would never permit such a thing to 
recur. Now, however, a competing interpretation 
has been developed. This is the “good soldiers, 
wimp politicians” line, which argues that the war 
could have been won if Congress and the State 
Department had gotten off Westmoreland’s back 
and “‘allowed him to win.” 

Hollywood, at the beck and call of the Pen- 
tagon, is promoting this interpretation this very 
summer in Stallone’s “right wing fantasy.” 

The appeal of this revision lies in the fact that 
it permits politicians to praise Vietnam veterans 
instead of ostracizing them. The boys were ‘‘good 
soldiers” after all, not victims. This is certainly 
appealing — if there are any heroes in my life, 
those who went to Vietnam and came home to 
live full and productive lives are among them — 
you know who you are. But this ‘“‘new history”’ 
implies a) that the war was winnable, b) that the 
war ought to have been fought, and Cc) that the 
war ought to have been won. 

As to the winnability of Vietnam, let’s just say 
that in war as in sports the home team always 
has an advantage. They know the field, they set 
some of the ground rules. And in war that advan- 
tage is doubled. A population under attack is 
fighting for its home. The depth of passion is 
greater than for a teenage soldier who fights in 
a strange land, (which, if conquered, will then be 
handed over not to the soldier himself but toa 
holding company and a bank). 

Even if you’re a pacifist, imagine how you’d 
feel if somebody’s tanks came rolling out of the 
Williamsburg hills and clattered down Route 9 in- 
to town? What kind of passion does that scene 


-arouse? On the other hand, think of the invading 


army skulking along, afraid to leave their 
Panzers, seeing the hate in the eyes of the 
defeated, far from home in an unfamiliar world. 
Would we have won in Vietnam by “trying 
harder’ or something? What is really being said 
is that the Pentagon should have used their 
nukes — there was no other way they could have 
“won”, if victory means anything in those terms. 

Should the United States have fought the war 
at all? The newly revised history of the matter 
resumes the original argument all over again — 
Communism must be Stopped, and anything that 
does not unquestioningly accept the direct rule 
of American corporations is by definition Com- 
munist. It has taken the administration months 
to scare Nicaragua into seeking help from 
Moscow. It was the same with Cuba. But before 
an invasion can transpire, we need proof — pic- 
tures if possible, Migs in packing crates, Ortega 
with his arm around Gorbachev. The principle is 
that there must be an enemy at all times, and that 
enemy must be depicted as absolutely Satanic 
— “The Evil Empire,” in Reagan’s words. 
America is “‘The Good Empire’ because we Oop- 
pose Communism, and good is the opposite of 
evil. According to this Newthink, Vietnam was a 
“noble cause,”’ another installment in the eter- 
nal battle of good against evil. Once this makes 
sense to you, you’re ready for Nicaragua. 

| can think of no good reason for the American 
invasion of Vietnam. If the Pentagon had won, 
there’d be even more electronic goods on the 
Shelves, just like the stuff from South Korea 
where the Pentagon didn’t lose but broke even. 
One more big market, one more cheap labor 
pool. There’d be lots more military bases to 
facilitate further wars. How much do you miss 
these things? On the other hand, by fighting the 
war The United States government sacrificed its 
claim to moral and political leadership of the 
earth’s people. Our country came to stand for 
power and power alone, power not as a means 
but as an end. And unsuccessful power at that. 

And a whole generation was ruined, if | do say 
So myself one of the most promising generations 
in American history. Conceived in the promise 
of peace, raised in a world of insistent normalcy 
and prosperity, we saw the twilight of the 
prenuclear world, lived the planet’s final days of 
indestructibility. Awakened by Selma, by the 
Cuban Missile Crisis, we felt a sense of destiny. 
We wanted disarmament, civil rights and 
economic democracy. So they fired up this fur- 
nace called Vietnam and began shoveling us in. 
As if to undo all that had been gained, they threw 
Blacks and Hispanics in first, and in the greatest 
numbers. Those too tough to die came home to 
an impossible situation — a society broken clean 
in half that didn’t want to know what they saw, 
gave them no welcome, accused them of com- 
plicity, and then ignored them. 

It is difficult for me to believe that we have to 
go all the way back to square one again, that 
another million need to die just to make the same 
point: An Empire cannot be based on power and 
power alone. The late 1960’s were a time when 
renewed and re-examined ethical values were 
raised up against raw firepower — when flowers 
(forgive me) were stuck in the ends of the rifles 
of the National Guard. Sure, we lost. Or did we? 
Did Socrates lose when he drank the hemlock? 
Do you remember the names of his 
executioners? 

David Lenson 
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Among the burghers of Amherst, the name of Eric the Rat signifies 
sixteen years of trouble. Of all the longhaired hippie radicals they 
have had to suffer in their village, none drove them quite as mad 
as this particular gadfly with his unerring instinct for being where 
they didn’t want him to be, doing what they didn’t want him to 
do, and saying what they didn’t want to hear. During Vietnam, 
he became a local symbol of the antiwar movement in its less 
polite manifestations. Even more frighteningly, he involved 
himself in hometown as well as national issues, especially the 
drive to register students to vote in Amherst — a move some 
thought would lead to anarchy. During the last few years, he 
receded somewhat to his home in the hills, reappearing once in 
a while as a reminder of old struggles, and as a kind of warning. 


Lately, local newspapers have been noticing that Eric the Ratis 
‘“‘back’’ and back with a vengeance. But Eric was never really 
gone. While hippiedom was decidedly out of fashion, he con- 
tinued to apply the word to himself and to live out the life that the 
old struggles had won. In recent antinuclear demonstrations at 
Westover Air Force base, he appeared as Uncie Sam doing civil 
disobedience. As the political climate of the University began to 
reawaken this spring, Eric’s visibility increased, a kind of 
beliweather, a sign of changing times. 


Eric Walgren came to be known as the The Rat because of an 
undergraduate habit of ripping the ornamental beltiets off the 
backs of preppie siacks. In New Jersey during the turbulent years 
of the late 1960’s he readopted the name as a moniker of opposi- 
tion, the ‘ ‘underground rat’’ of eternal subversion. Now forty-six, 
Eric has no use for nostalgia. He believes that many battles of the 
countercultural days were won, and permanently. But for him 
there are new battles, new opportunities to confront us with the 
implications of our own freedom. With him at the interview was 
Tina Parks, a friend and Woodstock veteran, (they were on op- 
posite sides of the hill), who shares with him an indestructible 
pride. in maintaining the ideals of hippieness. 


Pam: All of a sudden the word ‘‘hippie”’ is crop- 
ping up all over the place. 


Eric: Hippie. | never stopped using it. | take it real 
seriously as a word, even if it was initially 
popularized by the media. It was what Blacks call- 
ed fledgling White hipsters. To be hip is to be cool 
and stylish, in some originally Black and White 
mixed cultural mode having to do with jazz and 
tea rooms in Harlem in the 30’s. | have an uncle 
by marriage that was part of that White participa- 
tion in Harlem, a hipster. So then the hippie would 
be a junior hipster. In the 1960’s it was much 
more popular to refer to ourselves as “freaks,” 
and | know there was a sense of humor about 
that, but | was still unwilling to adopt that term. 
| thought that | was healthy, and that we were 
making inroads into an unhealthy society, and 
that the mainstream society would be better 
classified as freaks. But that’s just a little eccen- 
tricity of my own. 


Pam: Until recently the term ‘hippie’ had declin- 
ed to a derogatory status. 


Eric: It’s a neutral term. It had a derogatory 
beginning because the media used it, and the 
media was straight. They weren’t looking at the 
hippies too favorably. But I liked being a “junior 
hipster’”’ — more wholesome than being boho, 
beat or avant. 


David: How do you define it? 
Eric: | think that there were two very definite 


schools. One | call the cultural hippies. They were 
distinctly apolitical. Ken Kesey was cultural. He 


went to a Vietnam protest in the mid-60’s, pro- 
bably on L.S.D., and the conflict vibes were bum- 
ming him out so bad on his trip that he proselytiz- 
ed that protest was not the way. 


David: | remember Kesey issuing a statement 
early on, saying “‘The revolution is over and we 
have won.” 


(laughter) 
Tina: He meant the cultural revolution. 


Eric: | think that of the total hippie population the 
people that believed in political revolution could 
run as much as half. 


Tina: All the political hippies were cultural as well. 
They had their modes of dress and their acid too. 


Eric: | don’t think there was any doubt in the 
political activists’ minds that the cultural thing 
was a real big piece of their operation. One of 
my mottos is that “Hippies Live On,” even though 
the excitement of the thing, breaking all these 
bourgeois mores, has subsided. The polarity bet- 
ween old-style politics and hippie politics is right 
here in the present-day antiwar and no-nuclear 


" weapons phenomenon, where Frances Crowe 


and the American Friends Service Committee are 
really very straight 30’s-type leftists. They do non- 
violent C.D., which they no doubt picked up from 
Martin Luther King and the civil rights movement. 
But when we reopened Westover as a target last 
December, the People’s Uncle Sam — me — and 
my cohort, Aunt Samantha were there at the 
demo. Add the fact that we had a whole chorus 


of older hippie types — all pushing thirty or forty 
— with stop signs singing ‘‘Stop! In the Name 
of Love!’’ — and that’s an illustration of the prin- 
ciple that for political activism to be popular, it 
has to be fun, be street theatre, which the 30’s 
activists don’t believe in. 


David: Let me try to hit on something that con- 
cerns both of you. You were both at Woodstock, 
is that right? 


Tina: Uh huh. | was fifteen and he was thirty, so 
we figure we represent both ends of the age- 
spectrum of early hippies. 


David: How do your recollections of Woodstock 
compare? Does it seem like the same event when 
you talk about it? 


Eric: Well, individualism is one of the hippie 
themes, and with close to a million people there. 


Tina: Close to a million. At least 800,000. . . 


Eric: The most famous poster of that was the sea 
of population seen from the stage, with the big 
towers. By God, | hadn’t caught it, but several 
friends said, ‘“‘Well Rat, the true test of your in- 
dividuality is that you could show up in that 
fuckin’ poster.’’ And sure enough, there | was 
without a stitch on two-thirds of the way up one 
of the towers. You could actually figure out that 
it was me — you know, from the hair, the body 
type and the antic. | was still interested in being 
an individual, even with that many people. 


David: What do you remember, Tina? 


Tina: Well, | was in awe, a first-time-away-from- - 


home teenager, so | wasn’t like all-my-clothes- 
off, you know. | was more of an observer, and 
! wrote down a lot of things later about the dif- 
ferent groups of people | was interacting with. 
They were giving me things, cause | had nothing 
on me — clothes, but no shoes or food or money. 
Nobody had money. It didn’t do any good 
anyway. But people would give you food or 
orange juice. And the Hari Krishna people were 
camped out right near the Hell’s Angels. For me 
that set the whole tone, that they were co-existing 
just fine. , 


Tobey: Orange and black, that’s Hallowe’en. 


Tina: It was kinda like a Biblical event, that’s how 
| saw it. 


David: It must have been amazing to see that at 
fifteen. 


Tina: Yes, for a couple of days | was having a 
hard time just comprehending what was going 
on, | was so blown away. | was trying to figure 
out why everybody was smiling. 


David: Was the music the most important part 
of it, or was that just going on all the time 


anyway? 


Eric: | was in my nude research program at the 
time, and it was just a golden opportunity to go 
rippin’ along on some good processed LSD, and 
rip it up as a dancer. There was a /ot of dancing, 


so in that sense | guess the music was pretty in- - 


tegral. You couldn’t see those dots up on the 
stage anyway. The stage was piles driven as if 
they were expecting a flood. In some sense there 
really could have been a mob scene, and they 
had those performers pretty well insulated from 
the crowds. If it wasn’t for the sound system, 
which was so tremendous, it wouldn’t have been 
all that musical. There was no direct cor- 
respondence between the stage and the world 
record audience. 


Tobey: Why was everybody smiling? 


Tina: Because the vibes were so good. I’d never 


seen anything like it before. | was a dumb 
teenager trying to figure it out intellectually. At 
the time the values in the hippie movement were 
love and peace, and people were reaily trying to 
put that into practice. It didn’t last long. At con- 
certs two years later people were throwing beer 
cans. It went downhill fast. 


David: How do you account for that? 


Tina: The other side, the other side of human 
nature. 
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David: | used to blame it on commercialization. 
Obviously people saw in that sea of humanity an 
awtully large market, and they thought they could 
capitalize on it pretty swiftiy. By Woodstock, in 
fact, they already had. ; 


Tina: Maybe the drugs had something to do with 
it. The more people took drugs, the more greedy 


some dealers got, and the more chance there | 


was Of rip-offs. 


Eric: One explanation is that the hippie heyday 
was the biggest social non-conformity that all of 
history is aware of, and it was a damn gigantic 
laboratory where people were experimenting with 
new dimensions to their life styles. So to envision 
it as an institution rather than an experiment just 
isn’t fair. The harsh light of reality just couldn’t 
sustain something that different. The other side 
of it is that the world will never be the same. 
The real popularization of co-operation versus 
competition as a basic value in our society is still 
with us. Something as economic and mundane 
as workers buying a factory because the owner 
wants to quit, that’s cooperation. So there’s a 
whole lot of continuation of those values. Yet peo- 
ple say the hippie days are gone. What’s really 
gone is the novelty of the thing. 


David: Earlier you were talking about class iden- 
tifications, how at the beginning it was a middle- 
class phenomenon then it moved down to the 
working class. But its survival, at least as far as 
the long hair and those accoutrements of hip- 
pieness go, seems to be largely working class. 


Eric: Well, there are second-generation longhairs 
right on this campus. 


David: But there’s the guys up in the hills, Con- 
way, Ashfield, who are older and still have a lot 
of those trappings, who are working class, at least 
at this point. 


Tina: Probably they were middle-class, then 
became hippies as a lifestyle. They're just 
hippies. 


Eric: Well, Wendell’s got those. economic 
dropouts, those are post-bourgeois up there. 
Parker Cleveland, he’s an elegant fellow, he’s a 
voluntary poor from a middle-class background. 
Those are people who have literally taken 
Timothy Leary’s call to ‘Tune in, turn on, and 
drop out”’ seriously. 


David: Well, there are a lot of people say in the 
Hot L who are just farmers or working class kids 
from SD who think nothing about growing their 
hair long and smoking pot... 


Tina: Those styles have just been accepted ever 
since, particularly for younger males. | could 
hardly call them hippies. | don’t. 


David: They have some of the stylistic trappings. 


Pam: But none of the idealism. 


Eric: | think “idealism” is a real key word in defin- 
ing hippies, Pam. 


Tina: A lot of hippies are that way, and they tried 
things like communes that didn’t work. There are 
a few communes that have worked — but few. 


Eric: Like Montague, where Sam Lovejoy still 
lives. 


Tina: That's the only one | can think of around 
here. 


Eric: They got separate households real fast up 
there. They moved to apartments in the barn and 
so on so they wouldn’t get too cluttered. That’s 
one of their survival techniques. 


Tina: They've lived together for years. Many peo- 
ple had that idea, and also the idea of self- 
sufficiency, not dealing with society at all... 


Eric: That's the bubble, | think. Self-sufficiency 


is a big category but part of it is the bubbie, where , 


people want to insulate themselves from the real 
world. That’s a kind of idealism, isn’t it, a naive 


-idealism that’s destined to failure. 


Pam: | think of the real idealism of this period as 
people hoping they could change the world, and 
the idea of going away and setting up a separate 
economy and a separate world seems more 
escapist. 


Eric: Although that self-sufficiency doctrine cut 
both ways, | think. There were people promoting 
it with media as a way of life. Mother Earth News 
-became a big business by advising people how 
to be back on the land. But | think that it’s a real 
world-changing thing, not just getting away from 
the world, but showing the world how to live. One 
thing that we just have to get in somewhere on 
this topic of hippies is that as far as basic human 
psychology is concerned, we’re talking about 
ADOLESCENT REBELLION, and the fact that it 


TOBEY 


The hipple heyday was the biggest social non-conformity 
that all of history Is aware of... 


could be stretched into this whole lifestyle is just 
tremendous. 


(laughter) 


| mean, adolescent rebellion is something that 
everybody has to go through between childhood 
and adulthood, and it’s a very personal little thing 
that’s been going on for thousands of years. But 
| think it’s fair to say that one root of the hippie 
adolescent rebellion — as Great Big Culturally 
Visible Phenomenon — is rock and roll in the 
50’s. And rock and roll in the 50’s was a by- 
product of consumer capitalism. | think | was the 
first teenager sociologically. I’m 46 now, so | was 
15 or 16 when Elvis Presley was as big as you 
could get, and that was awful big. After World 
War Il capitalism went from industrial to con- 
sumer and so you had this affluence that meant 
the teenagers didn’t have to work. They no longer 
had to make the transition from childhood to be- 
ing miniature practicing adults. My father as a 
teenager did not have any perception of belong- 
ing to a separate interest group in the society, 
and / did. We didn’t have to work, we had 
allowances, they gave us cars, and we had the 
money to buy all those records, so the first real 
teenage music was then. My father’s music was 
adult’s music borrowed by those young people 
to get ‘em started at adult modes of entertain- 
ment, dancing and whatnot. But right there in the 
50’s was the first teenage music, rock and roll. 


David: And there were movies to reinforce that. 


There were people like James Dean who turned 
up just at the right time, or early Brando. . . 


Eric: No accident! Media help make things hap- 
pen. I’ve reflected on this, and decided there 
were two trigger mechanisms for the hippie 
movement: LSD, which became consumer 
capitalism if there ever was any, LSD was the 
great synthesis — a trip in pill form. And the other 
triggering mechanism was the Vietnam War, 
which allowed that adolescent rebellion to say 
that the Establishment was fundamentally moral- 
ly bankrupt, that Imperialism was totally off the 
deep end, that neo-colonialism had just run 
amok. Nothing could appeal more to adolescent 
rebellion than a situation where the establishment 
is actually dead wrong and needs to be rebelled 
against in order for the civilization to survive. And 
so, for a time, we were institutionalizing adoles- 
cent rebellion as a really healthy thing. And the 
whole youth culture came out of that, for good 
and for bad. 


Tina: But one thing | wanted to say was that in 
the early days it was still really a male-dominant 
trip. The main image for women was the Earth 
Mother, very giving and nurturing. The groups of 
hippies that | knew ! called “‘tribes’’, and the 
heads of them | called “hippie patriarchs,” not 
in a nasty sense, just that they were men, and 
they were the leaders. But the value of freedom 
— that you should be able to do anything you 
want — and the value of having to keep doing 
what females were “‘supposed”’ to do, set up a 
conflict, and triggered, at least in part, the 
women’s movement. 


"Eric: The hippie idealism that men and women 


really are equal was stated abstractly in the ear- 


ly days, and not acted out at all. The Pill, the birth 
control pill, another consumer capitalist item, cer- 
tainly — without that technology the so-called 
sexual revolution would never have taken place. 
The daily contraceptive, whether an IUD or a pill, 
ultimately allowed people to really concentrate 
on their lust instead of their fear of pregnancy. 
The fact that the hippies were able to take these 
technologies of LSD and the birth control pill and 
run with them was every bit to their credit, but 
the technology was certainly serious economic 
energy devoted to consumers... 


Now for the punks, the modern punks. The hip- 
pie rebellion was so big that it included me as 
a thirty-year-old, whereas the modern punks don’t 
really go much wider than the range of fifteen to 
twenty. © 


Tina: It’s a world we don’t know. 


David: | think punks burned out quickly because 


any phenomenon as nihilistic as that isn’t likely 


to have much to build on. 


Eric: Punks live! And we like each other. The 
punk nihilism could be seen as growing out of 
the failure of hippie idealism, in the sense that 
we didn’t have permanent world peace, even 
though | think we should take full credit for stop- 
ping the Vietnam War. 


David: You do? You don’t think the Viet Cong 
gets that? 


Eric: | think basically that an establishment with 
free rein, an establishment without domestic 
resistance, would have gone ahead and just 
bombed. . . 


David: Would have gone to nuclear weapons 
when they started losing? 


Eric: Yeah, yeah... 


Pam: Our society’s view of war has been per- 
manently altered. People now question war 
seriously. 


Eric: Like Nicaragua, everybody’s doing their 
homework. Down in the Hatch here at the univer- 
sity there’s second-generation hippies that are 
unabashed in their envy for the opportunity we 
had to stop the military establishment during the 
Vietnam protests. It’s not just some super- 
eccentric minority that’s gearing up to resist im- 
perialism in Nicaragua. That homework is being 
done by hundreds and hundreds of people rather 
than tens, and it’s hippie spinoff. 


Pam: There is something about the hippie 
idealism that is very, very American in the purest 
sense of the word, in the same sense that the 
new patriotism of today is very un-American. 


Eric: Well, when | get into my Uncle Sam outfit, 
it’s nothing but'a continuation of Abbie Hoffman’s 
flag clothes. I’m not dead sure that he understood 
himself to be Uncle Sam per se, but he was 
definitely at least Baby America all dressed up 
in stars and stripes when he went into the HUAC 
hearings, and got all that good publicity. Now he 
wasn’t burning the flag, he was wearing it as an 
iconoclastic symbol of the original American 
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revolution. ‘‘Patriotism in dissent.’’ Uncle Sam 
and Aunt Samantha! | think it’s a strong hippie 
thing to make Uncle Sam a symbol of dissent. 
He was stolen by the government to recruit in 
WWII, but he was originally a folk character for 
sure. They had Uncle Sam in the old Buffalo Bill 
rodeos in the west, and it wasn’t a government 
operation. 


(laughter) 


| want to inject that this business about thinking 
positive is hippie, and patriotism, thinking good 
about your nation, is such a fundamental 
psychological need that to make patriotism a 
right-wing phenomenon is a really big error for 
the left to make. | think that the hippie message 
is that we can feel good about ourselves as a na- 
tion by simply separating ourselves from bad 
government and associating with good people. 
| think it’s really dangerous to try to be politically 
successful by being so negative as not to be able 
to be red-blooded Americans. 


Tina: When you say that hippies are patriotic, you 
mean that individualism is one of the old 
American values. But there are some signs of a 
hippie revival or at least a political revival. The 
hippie cultural trappings have lived on anyway, 
most of them. Even bell-bottoms are coming 
back, | hear. 


Tobey: | saw some the other day. 


Pam: | saw a French magazine in Montreal 
whose main fashion layout was called ‘‘Les 
Nouvelles Hippies”. It was a high-fashion spoof 
on a hippie wardrobe. 


Tina: | think they just go back every twenty years 
and pull out old styles again. 


Eric: That’s consumer capitalism. 


Pam: What about the importance of the civil 
rights movement for the hippie movement? The 
women’s movement wouldn’t have happened 
without the civil rights movement. . . 


Tina: And the hippie movement fell right between 
the two. 


Eric: | think the Vietnam protest was an 
outgrowth of the civil rights movement, too. Mid- 
dle class whites’ first inroad into the idea of 

“social mobility downwards,” the dropping-out 


David: There was a period during these last 
fallow years when you sort of dropped out of sight 
locally, after a terrific career as a muckraker that 
lasted through the first half of the 70’s anyway. 
What prompted you to dematerialize for a while? 


Eric: My mind was always busy. . . Well, | put 
a lot of energy in this stuff. | was working on the 
cultural side, getting arrested for nudism here on 
campus. And | was doing the antiwar movement 
real heavy, and even working on the issue of 
students entering the political process under the 
26th amendment — that was my big court case 
against the town of Amherst, to legitimize the stu- 
dent vote. | guess burnout’s a real thing, you get 
sort of exhausted by pouring that energy into 
public events. The hippies always philosophiz- 
ed about needing some time to recuperate, even 
if just from an acid trip. Also, there were no real 
hot issues. There wasn’t anything like Vietnam 
going on, and the students had become an in- 
stitution at Amherst Town Meeting. . . We don’t 
make the world, we kind of help shape it. I’m just 
a product of the world around me. Maybe | 
thought | could take a rest. 


David: Do you see signs of renewed con- 
sciousness in the environs, especially at the 
university? 


Eric: | don’t know about resurgence, but there 
are strands that are still going on. | think there 
are more people eating health food now than 
there were during the hippie heyday. The whole 
willingness to challenge authority is in healthier 
shape today than in pre-hippie days. 


Pam: And yet it seems that right now we're liv- 
ing in an incredibly materialistic period. 


Tina: | don’t see anti-materialism coming back. 
But isn’t there some kind of decade-to-decade 
trend? The late 60’s-early 70’s was radical hip- 
pie time; then it got conservative in the late 70’s- 
early 80’s; and now we’re going into the next 
phase... 


Eric: Adult-escents rebel against earlier 
adolescents — who are, better yet, their parents. 
I’ve heard them: “I’m pro-Reagan to piss off my 
parents.” 


Tobey: But what if this orgy of materialism falls 
through, and all these people are left expecting 
it all and not getting any of it? That’s the perfect 
groundwork for fascism of some kind. . . 


It’s not just some super-eccentric minority that’s gearing 
up to resist imperialism in Nicaragua. That homework is be- 
ing done by hundreds and hundreds of people, and it’s hip- 
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phenomenon, was to become active in the civil 
rights movement and live with poor blacks in the 
south. That was when | was a college kid. | was 
never in the south for long, but | was there long 
enough to learn something. That's something not 
to overlook, really. | don’t think the influence of 
Black culture on the hippies should be 
underestimated. Even the hipster-type language 
of “‘man” and ‘“‘chick” were Black expressions. 


David: You know the word dig comes directly 
from Swahili? It’s “‘diga’”, which means “‘to 
understand.” 


Eric: There were also ‘‘diggers’’ in England, the 
original potato-diggers, economic radicals of the 
19th century. Some Whites regarded them as the 
origin of digging things in the hippie culture. You 
can’t discount the intellectual element in the hip- 
pie phenomenon, even though it was 
antiacademic. 


Pam: Philosophy was a common interest of so 
many people then. Anti-materialism led to all that 
introspection that then got mixed up with pursu- 
ing different religions and studying the East. 


David: It also comes from Emerson and Thoreau. 


Tina: Yeah, ‘“‘voluntary simplicity” is the term we 
used. There was one class of hippies that just 
lived out of a backpack; | was one of them. 
‘Everything | have is in my pack, man.” It was 
a symbol of freedom and of mobility and being 
as poor as you could and getting by. That was 
an honored path. Then there were the more settl- 
ed types who lived in one place. A lot of the back- 
to-the-landers did succeed — | just want to men- 
tion that. 


Eric: | wasn’t a back-to-the-lander when | first got 
my property in 1961. | was married and just kick- 
ed out of school, and | thought I’d make a stake 
here. | had a thousand dollars to buy a couple 
of acres, and the straights used to call me 
“Thoreau.” Just because the house was 200 feet 
back from the road, behind the scantiest shield 
of foliage, was enough for the straights to regard 
me as Thoreau. 


David: Or maybe for something good. That’s 
another possible trigger for political action. There 
could be not just a war, but also a depression... 


Eric: | think that with the advent of a socialistic 
strain in our capitalism the economy is controll- 
ed enough that it won’t bottom out in the 1930’s 
depression sense of the word. That was the end 
of laissez-faire capitalism, there. 


Tina: It’s not a depression that would trigger anti- 
materialism, it’s affluence. So maybe the kids of 
people who are very materialistic will react in that 
way again. 


Eric: The phobias about saving money and what- 
not were all developed by our parents, who were 
young during the depression. We grew up in an 
affluent enough society to figure very correctly 
that we could literally live out of its-garbage cans. 
| like to tell this story about collecting garbage 
for the pigs. We had a garbage pail from Amherst 
College and the garbage over there is so fancy 
that we saw a bunch of half-eaten steaks in the 
pail, and a bunch of us hippies sitting in the back 
of a Buick Electra convertible started cranin’ our 
necks over the fence into the garbage pail for 
these rare steaks, and we just started eating 
them. Being voluntarily poor is a very different 
frame of mind than being. . . Z 


Tina: poor because you have to. 

Eric: Sitting around with a law degree as | do and 
not using it is a luxury of a society that has 

enough wealth floating around in it that | can earn 

more than a subsistence living by doing odd jobs. 


David: But isn’t there some idealism operating 
too in that? 


Eric: Oh yeah! 

David: Were you ever admitted to the bar? 
Eric: No, no. ~ 

David: So you’d already made up your mind, by 


the time you got your degree, that you weren't. 
going to practice law? 


Eric: | decided | would be too wimpy a radical 
if | tried to stay inside the establishment with a 
law degree, even though there was something 
called radical law that | participated in, like draft 
counseling. , 


Tina: We should mention manners. Hippies did 
a number on manners. But they threw out the 
baby with the bathwater. 


(laughter) 


By not being punctual to the point of being rude, 
to the point of... 


David: Not showing up at all. 


Pam: Language has been changed drastically. 
Something as simple as swearing, which is more 
or less accepted in just about any circle. . .” 


Eric: The world will never be the same. | was go- 
ing to law school with a fellow who was serving 
a six-month jail term during his summer vacations 
from law school for being the first one to say 
‘fuck’ in the Foul Speech Movement at Berkeley. 
And there he was serving time for that! How 
about hippie legislative impact on legalizing mari- 
juana? | was arrested on this campus just recent- 
ly for being allegedly in my underwear — it was 
the pink panties case, a very carefully bought pair 
of panties that were women’s jogging shorts. | 
was arrested at this party in the Campus Center, 
and the search incidental to the arrest produced 
marijuana. | had a moment of apprehension and 
immediately called a lawyer to see what the pre- 
sent state of the marijuana laws was, and Tom 
Lesser said, ‘‘Relax, Eric. It was less than an 
ounce, and the most they can do is put you on 
probation.” So that’s tantamount to legalizing 
marijuana. Not in the sense of institutionalizing 
it as part of our above-ground economy, of 
course. .. 


Pam: Recreational drug use is now an unques- 
tioned part of people’s lives. 


Eric: Yes, and that’s where the hippies cut for 
good and for bad, to make cocaine a socially ac- 
ceptable mode for the middle class. | think that 
the hippies in the good sense stand for real mind- 
expanding drugs, and | think drug use has gone 
way downhill. Mind-expansion doesn’t seem to 
be a present goal. 


David: Some drugs aren’t mind-expanding. Co- 
caine is really mostly about itself. It’s 
tunnel-vision. 


Eric: | never considered it a hippie drug. 


David: And the speed freaks were one of the out- 
cast tribes of hippiedom, because they did so 
much burglary. . . 


Tina: There were a certain number of hippies 
who became burnouts, permanent casualties of 
drug usage. Maybe 5% or 10%. A lot of them are 
dead. 


Eric: | still believe in LSD. | try to take a trip every 
year, and then it ends up being every two years, 
but | choose a topic and explore it — like death! 


(laughter) 


| think hippies can also get credit for the demise 
of patriarchal Christianity. Now there’s a smaller 
percentage of society that believes God is a 
parent figure. 


Tina: Though the born-again movement's getting 
big. 


Pam: The right-wing political machine is so con- 
nected with it. It’s frightening. 


Eric: It’s entirely possible that the born-again 
Christian phenomenon in its authoritarian sense 
is a compensatory behavior, not destined to be 
societally dominant. It’s a compensatory reaction 
to the flagrant success of the_hippies. 


David: | wish | shared your optimism. But I read 
the situation today in a rather negative way. 
Totalitarian elements are trying to take over the 
media, incredible numbers of people belong to 
reactionary religious organizations, we see 
jingoistic propagandizing from Hollywood, with 
movies like Stallone’s. . . 


Tobey: Ronnie quoted it. 

Pam: He did? 

Tobey: Well, he didn’t quote it, he said 
something like, ‘‘After seeing Rambo last night 
| know exactly what I’m going to do the next time 
there’s a hostage crisis.” ; 

Tina: No, he didn’t really say that, did he? 


Tobey: He did. 


6 iOHON iON HO 


senieenaiinn eeittaesoncgackantioe cates 
p 


Cue = 


10 OH NO! NOHO! 


I still think that liberty is holding its own in this society. 


David: When | look at the overall picture, | see 
a structure of reaction that’s becoming more 
rigid, more powerful, more technologically but- 
tressed. . . 


Tina: That’s why we need the resurgence of the 
hippie movement. 


(laughter) 
David: We need it, but will we get it? 


Pam: The 1980’s remind me cf what | think the 
1950’s must have been like. 


Eric: The 50’s? 


Pam: Yes. A period of some affluence, people 
sort of happy, not thinking too many grave 
thoughts, interested in style and success, talk- 
ing about design and epicurean food. . . 


Eric: | guess the reason for my lack of fear about 
totalitarianism is that in the 50’s the assumption 
was that what our government did was RIGHT. 
Nixon gave us no end of help in teaching the 
American public that government has the capaci- 
ty to be totally flawed. 


Pam: Totally morally bankrupt. 


Eric: But Reagan did not actually take over 
militarily in Lebanon, even after the Marine Corps 
was blown sky-high by that terrorist bomb truck. 
The reflex of a neo-colonial power just to move 
in the troops must have been real strong, and yet 
he did resist because he knew that the American 
public might not tolerate it after Vietnam. 


Pam: That is a reason to be optimistic. Maybe 
| am more paranoid than | should be? | don’t 
know. That something like a roadblock can hap- 
pen today unchallenged. . . it’s a violation of our 
Constitutional rights, and no one’s getting riled 
up about it. 


David: The presumption is that if you’re driving 
a car then you may be guilty of a felony and can 
be stopped. The next step is that walking down 
the street is presumption of a felony. And then 
that staying at home is presumption of a felony. 
Then they come in your house after you. 


Eric: |’m not as apprehensive about these 
roadblocks as you are. We can debate that a lit- 
tle bit. I’m an enthusiastic supporter of trying to 
stop drunk driving, since it is such a big killer and 
since alcoholism is really a troublemaker in this 
country. | think this roadblock action is geared 
pretty narrowly to drunk status. 


David: If you ran into one, you might think 
differently. 


Eric: It’s intimidating, huh? 


Pam: Me, all alone in my little car, and there’s 
suddenly 5 or 6 cruisers on this side of the road 
with their blue lights going, and 8 on the other 
side of the road with all their lights, and I’m sit- 
ting in my little car and there’s literally 13 big 
strong men with guns standing around looking 
at me with their flashlights. 


Eric: That’s not good police-practice, | agree with 
you. They don’t have to raise the profile up like 
that. But | still think that liberty is holding its own 
in this society. — Now what about one of my 
favorite topics? Being an amateur sexologist, | 
wonder if we’ve covered it enough? 


David: Maybe not. This is one of the principal 
ways the upheaval of the 1960’s has survived. 
You just don’t see 20-year-olds having the 
puritanical inhibitions of people who grew up in 
the 50’s. 


Eric: Well, | was part of the dry-humping 50’s. 
Yes, sex was taboo. In one sense there was real 
good reason for it, too. Pregnancy has a tremen- 
dous impact on the path of one’s life, so the pre- 
technology taboo was really just trying to give 
people the freedom to shape their lives. The con- 
sequences, however, were horrendous. Phobias 
about such a basic primitive enjoyment, and the 
twisting of people’s personalities that takes place 
with sexual inhibition. Part of the 
consciousness-changing that the hippies were 
advocating was that if people find a way to 
become sexually satisfied they won’t have the ag- 
gressive energy to be capitalist pigs and im- 
perialist warriors — “‘Make love not war’ was a 
major slogan. . . 


David: Right. 


Eric: The fact that women do take their own 
orgasms seriously is a real significant proposi- 
tion that’s certainly a follow-up to the sexual 
freedom that hippies advocated. Tina says, “The 
men won the sexual revolution,’’ because it 
became taboo not to fuck rather than taboo to 
fuck. You were socially stigmatized by refusing 
intercourse, and obviously the ratio of orgasm on 
the female side was no better than one for every 
ten male orgasms. The Hite Report says that only 
thirty per cent of women can come without some 
sort of digital stimulation, and the sexual revolu- 
tion included no lessons for men on skillful digital 
stimulation, so plainly women lost the first battle 
in the sexual revolution. But female orgasm is 
becoming very real now. 


Also, there’s more and more male childraising 
going on nowadays, and this is in line with the 
idea that if you have a female monopoly on 
childraising you will raise women-hating men and 
more second-class-citizen, nurturing-only, docile 
females. Women will role-model their mothers, 
and boys will grow up wanting revenge on that 
woman who monopolized their early lives. | think 
that men who don’t hate women are less warlike 
and authoritarian. In my teenage 50’s it was 
taboo for men to be seen in any nurturing mode. 
And now people don’t blink an eye. 


Pam: In that way the culture has been 
revolutionized. 


David: A lot of what is now seen as naive 
mellowness in the 60’s was really an attempt to 
slow down in order to savor sensory experiences, 
which is something that has been almost impossi- 
ble to do for some time. The last decade has been 
very very fast, which is why cocaine has become 
the drug instead of marijuana or LSD, both of 
which have a contemplative aspect. Cocaine is 
all about appetite, appetite, appetite. 


Eric: Greed. | don’t trust anybody that likes co- 
caine as a serious friend. It’s so shallow, so 
shallow. So much has to be missing out of the 
life of a cocaine lover. People want to live longer, 
and when they find out that the only way they can 
do that is to slow down, there is an unmistakable 
cross-current, the opposite of cocaine/speed. If 
you’re not subject to TM’s mystical aspects, if 
you’re a realist/scientific American, you can do 
relaxation response. They have a secular man- 
tra. My father’s a mechanical engineer. He could 
handie relaxation response, but he wouldn’t be 
about to do the mumbo-jumbo of TM. 


David: |’d like to start a campaign to transcend 
the left-wing/right-wing distinction. | think it’s a 
diversion that may obscure the real polarity. After 
all, it originally refers to where the deputies sat 
in the French National Assembly in the 18th cen- 
tury. How much can that tell us about what’s go- 
ing on now? 


Eric: You think “‘left’’ is confusing because it can 
mean either anarchy or one-party state? 


David: Sure. They say liberals are the “‘left’”’ part 
of the establishment, and conservatives are the 
“right.’’ But in the 50’s, conservatives were in- 
dividualists and libertarians who hated everything 
that had to do with the federal government. Their 
“‘right-wing’’ opposition to the New Deal was at 
least trying to conserve something, namely the 


_ United States Constitution. Then, using that 


same term — ‘‘conservative’’ — along came Nix- 
on. Nixon was a proponent of authoritarian cen- 


tral government, despite the usual individualist - 


rhetoric. So the American ‘‘right”’ after Nixon 
favors a monolithic state that meddles in the life 
of the individual. That’s exactly what ‘‘conser- 
vatives” say against “‘liberals’’. 


Tobey: Both. my parents were very proud 
Republicans at one point, and | think | would have 
respected their brand of Republicanism, or would 
at any rate have understood it. 


David: It was a decent and tenable political posi- 
tion. The “‘new right’ still talk about themselves 
as if they were conservatives. But they’re not try- 
ing to conserve anything. They’re trying to 
superimpose on American history something that 
really has no tradition here — totalitarianism. 


Eric: | think what you’re after is — is there a way 
to define positive politics in our world, is there 
a philosophy that you can apply to issue after 
issue and have it keep working? 


David: What I’m after is a terminological frame 
that would allow thinking. 


Eric: What did the hippies contribute? 


David: They set up a different dialectic. Many of 
them regarded themselves as “‘left,’’ but in fact 
thought a little like those old libertarian 
conservatives. 


Eric: The hippies regarded doctrinaire Marxists 
as people to humor along and hope would be in 
on the action without being too divisive. 


David: Which is exactly what the Marxists 
thought about the hippies. 


Eric: What we would favor as good politics would 
be strict democratic process with a special attach- 
ment to prevent that freedom from being 
monopolized by the rich. Something as simple 
as checking off a dollar to the presidential cam- 
paign on your tax form — that’s a move away 
from domination of politics by the rich. 


Tobey: | think that’s a wonderful thing. 
Eric: And it doesn’t cost a penny. 


Pam: This conversation has been reaching con- 
clusions, certainly that the hippies revolutioniz- 
ed American culture, and that they are respon- 
sible for a lot of changes that we now accept as 
everyday reality. 


Eric: Right. 


David: | don’t think very many people are actively 
aware of that. 


Pam: Actually, |’ve become much more aware 
of it while we’ve been sitting here talking. 


Eric: The fact that farmers from the midwest 
would drive their ten-foot-high tired tractors right 
down Pennsylvania Avenue in Washington. . . 


Pam: There had to be some precedent for that. 


Eric: The fact that the Gray Panthers named 
themselves after the Black Panthers. Now that 
is SASS! 


(laughter) 


So all that hippie momentum is still sustaining 
itself. Don Maia is the Amherst police chief, and 
he’s not on the left-wing end of things. One of 
his boys caught me in a speed trap. | was com- 
ing down a hill, and the speed limit dropped from 
55 to 45 to 40 in about one mile, and then just 
before the intersection you were supposed to 
slow down for there was a 45 mile-per-hour sign. 
So | was entrapped by the design of the signs. 
Well Don Maia said, “‘Eric, in trade for a letter 
describing the speed trap that | can show to the 
state highway department so that they'll change 
the signs, so that it won’t be unfair entrapment, 
I'll tear up your ticket.” 


David: That’s sporting. 


Eric: Well, he wanted some work from me, he 
knew the thing was unfair, and he had discretion 
to tear up unwarranted tickets. And so | wrote the 
letter. | think it’s a little bit of a fable, if Eric the 
Rat can make a bargain like this with a police 
chief. | think it says something about the world 
having loosened up a quantum over its old self. 


(laughter) 


Tobey: End of interview. 
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As a complement to our 


lengthy interview with Eric the 
Rat, we decided to speak with 
someone too young to have 
had any direct experience of 
the 1960’s — someone born in 
1970. Keegan Baird grew up in 
the Valley, and presently 
resides in Whately. We were 
drawn to him because of his 
taste for 60’s music, and 
because of his unusual interest 


in recent history. 


OH NO!: One thing that Eric the Rat said to- 
day that struck me was that the 60’s, the hip- 
pie movement, was adolescent rebellion taken 
to epic proportions. That it was kids growing 
up as usual, wanting to challenge everything 
that preceded them, but that in this case the 
period between being a kid and being an adult 
just went on and on and on. 


Keegan: Well yes, | think they got a little carried 
away, but | think it was necessary. The 50’s were 
just too straight, and things got loosened up in 
the 60’s. That’s my impression of it. My mother 
and father, | guess you would call them hippies. 
They both dropped out of 10th grade to get mar- 
ried and have me when she was 16. 


What year were you born? 


1970. | grew up in a hippie environment until | 
was 5 years old. 


What’s your recollection of it? 


It was fun! There was a lot of love. | lived in this 
commune in Northfield and another one in Zoar. 
| remember we lived in a little red house. There 
were a bunch of people and everyone shared 
everything. My cousins lived in a commune call- 
ed Hill House. | used to visit there. 


So you grew up with a lot of other people 
around. Were there a lot of other kids? 


Oh yeah, but not too many. And my mother was 
living with this really interesting guy. He’s still 
kind of a hippie today, and he was a good guy 
to grow up with. 


Yours was probably one of the first genera- 
tions to grow up with both the mother and 
father figures taking a lot of responsibility for 
the kids. Was that just a natural thing in your 
life? 


Oh yeah. 
What has been the effect of that upbringing? 


| think it made me a lot more mellow. I’ve been 
faced with a lot of problems, and I’m not a violent 
person, not at all. | try to talk things out with my 
mother instead of going out and being an 
asshole. 


The basic hippie values were love and peace... 


And that’s good. It’s not at all like they didn’t care 
about anything. They did. My impression is that 
they cared about everything that was going on. 
| think that the hippies really wanted this world 
to be better. 


What do you think explains the change from 
hippie values to the materialism of the 80’s? 


Ever since the Vietnam war ended, there really 
haven’t been any major stresses until now, with 
what’s happening in Lebanon, in Central 
America. The Vietnam War ended in 1973, right? 


Well the United States withdrew in 73, but 
Saigon didn’t fall until 75. 


But that’s pretty much when it ended for us. So 
from 73 to about 80 we were trying to forget about 
the Vietnam War, and we’ve gone back to 
materialism. Now it seems like we might get back 
to the 60’s values, but | think it will be in a dif- 
ferent form. There’s the nuclear pressure. 


Will the rebellions of the later 80’s and the 90’s 
be different from those of the 60’s? 


Probably they will be more aggressive, because 
we’ve learned from the 60’s. | hope we’ll know 
what we want and go out and get it. Back then, 
that was the first time people had ever challeng- 
ed the U.S. government. Now we know more. 


Well of course there was a lot of radical ac- 
tivity in the 1930’s, and during the 60’s we us- 
ed to study their situation and try to profit from 
their mistakes. 


Well | guess this is the third go-round. We'll get 
better every time. : 


We certainly have a lot to be nervous about 
right now. 


Yeah, but nothing like Vietnam. | can’t think what 
that must have been like. 


It was hard to believe it was happening. But 
in the early days it was like this. More advisors 
and ‘“‘non-military aid.’’ The present time is 
sort of like 1963. 


They call them advisors. | think we should be bet- 
ter informed. There are a lot of people who sit 
around watching t.v. all day, and Reagan comes 
on saying America is great, coming back strong. 
There are people that believe anything he says. 
They went through a lot of pain with Vietnam. 
They want to forget. We have to be better inform- 
ed. We can’t believe everything they say. Did you 
hear what Reagan said the other night? He 
thought the radio was off again and got record- 
ed saying something like, ‘“‘Well | saw Rambo last 
night and now | know what to do if there’s another 
hostage crisis.” 


This Rambo thing is pretty worrisome. 
It’s awful. 


What kind of reception does it get from peo- 
ple your age generally? 


It’s ‘Oh great! Let’s go see this movie.”” Maybe 
it’s just that everyone likes to see their hero come 
out on top, shoot up some commies. Maybe it’s 
not the idea of shooting commies, maybe it’s just 
the idea of shooting people that kids like. Like 
Raiders of the Lost Ark. 


| don’t know. | think that this thing in Central 
America will probably blow up, for instance. | 
guess that seems to be almost definite. And the 
Middle East is pretty sticky. Probably by the time 
I’m 21, everything will be really hectic again. | 
think it will be something like the late 60’s. 


Does that frighten you, or do you look forward 
to it? 


| don’t know. It might not happen. Everything 
depends on every little thing. 


You’re fond of the music of the late 60’s and 
early 70’s. When you listen to the lyrics, are 
they relevant to you? 


Yeah, especially some of the Hendrix stuff, talk- 
ing about the problems of youth. | listen to that 
and it has a lot of meaning, maybe not as much 
as it did at the time, when | think it was more ex- 
treme. But the message, it’s the same. 


Can you make any comparisons between the 
older stuff and what is coming out today? | 
guess I’m asking what your favorites are. 

All right. Jimi Hendrix’ ‘‘Machine Gun’ compared 
with U2’s ‘‘Sunday Bloody Sunday.” “Machine 
Gun’”’ for what it represents about Vietnam and 
‘Sunday Bloody Sunday”’ representing the Irish 
oppression. It’s pretty much the same thing. — 


Have you heard this song by Paul Hardcastle, 
£6 4 9 b "9 


Yeah, it’s spooky. | like it. 
Strong stuff. What else do you listen to? 


The Doors, they’re not as political as Hendrix, 
Janis Joplin. 


Do you like Joplin? 
Not that much, but I’m aware of her music. 


What do you think of Prince’s latest album, 
which is directly influenced by Hendrix? 


| haven’t even heard it. But | don’t like Prince. 
Are there still hippies today, do you think? 


Oh yeah, | think so. They’re all around but you 
have to look to see them. 


My impression is that they cared about everything that was going 
on. | think that the hippies really wanted this world to be better. 


| have a paranoid fantasy that this movie has 
been released for a very specific reason, to 
get everybody stirred up and ready to go. 
Let’s go to Nicaragua. Let’s avenge our miss- 
ing in action by going out and doing the same 
thing all over again and winding up with a new 
set of prisoners of war and a new set of body 
bags. It’s hard to believe that people can be 
so anxious to stumble into the same trap 
again. 


it seems like this happens every 15 years or so. 


There seem to be only short stretches of 


‘peace between wars. 


‘People can forget. In this country we’ve fought 


only foreign wars. If we had one war happen in 
our country, people wouldn’t be able to forget it. 


Do people your age talk about Vietnam? 


‘ Nobody talks about it. Not in school, even. | think 


history classes stop at Hitler. They don’t cover 
Vietnam, | think because there’s still too many 
remnants of it. 


It’s kind of strange, since a lot of people 
teaching high school have real connections to 
the Vietnam War. As you suggested, ‘the 
wounds are too fresh. And of course teaching 
is all interpretation. There’s the Rambo inter- 
pretation, as opposed to the earlier view that 
it was a stupid mistake, a horrible atrocity. 
History is all dead and gone but how it’s in- 
terpreted can guide our actions. 


When you talk about growing up in a com- 
mune, with a lot of love and the kinds of values 
we remember hippies for, do you think your 
experience is common one? Did a lot of kids 
your age grow up with those values? 


No, | don’t really think so. | think that as soon as 
the Vietnam War ended people were pressured 
to stop what they were doing. They wanted to 
forget it. It was painful. Some people knew what 


_ was going on. | think my parents knew what was 


going on. 


When you think about the next 5 to 10 years 
of your life, do you have any speculations 
about what might happen? | mean not per- 
sonally so much as historically. 


So it’s more than just a way of dressing? 


It’s more than that, yeah. | think of hippies as 
politically active people who want to know what’s 
going on. And that’s good. They are not ignorant 
people, they don’t just take everything like, this 
is it, these are the rules. 


Are there symbols today among teenagers 
that would correspond to the old symbols? 


Not around here, | don’t think so. 


How about the late 70’s, the punk thing, that 
was so easy to identify. What’s your impres- 
sion of that? 


| don’t think of them as being politically aware. 
That was a lot different, they were just into their 
own little thing. If they were trying to copy the hip- 
pies they had it all wrong. 


| think that was a rebellion against the hippies, 
an articulation of violence and symbolic 
violence. During that period, hippie was a dirty 
word. Someone could be brushed off as 
hippy-dippy yoga-doo. . . But now | think the 
word has a different use, more like the way 
you use it, with a little reverence. 


it happens like that. People are looked down on 
and a few years later they’re idolized. Things 
change quickly. | think right now people are most- 
ly interested in making money. 


You know, what you’ve mentioned about hip- 
pies are all positive things. It’s nice to think 
that’s the legacy the 60’s have left. 


Yeah, but I think | might be kind of rare. | mean, 
| read the newspapers, and that’s pretty unusual 
among kids my age, people of all ages, really. 
But also | think that the press cooperates with 
Reagan. We aren’t supposed tc know everything. 
And people don’t always want to know. A lot of 
people don’t question things at all. 
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DINING 


YVONNE’S 
CARIBBEANA 


The Valley’s newest restaurant, Yvonne’s Caribbeana, is really not so new 
at all. In fact, Yvonne has been serving her multi-cultured cuisine for years 
on the UMass campus. She has had a loyal and dedicated following who 
were in on the secret tucked in New Africa House’s basement. Now Yvonne 
has moved right onto Rt. 9 (near the late Hahjee’s), which gives her greater 
exposure and offers more people a chance to sample the unique cooking 
of this Guyana-born chef. 

Since Yvonne opened in the late spring, I’ve eaten at her new location 
a half dozen times, and each time have been completely satisfied with the 
quality, portion size and friendly service of the waitresses, most of whom 
have been working with Yvonne for years. The whole atmosphere of 
Yvonne’s Caribbeana is completely personal, from the island decor to the 
reggae music to the enormous plates of food prepared as if you were an 
invited dinner guest. 

The menu offers a variety of meats, fish and vegetables. Dishes range 
from a fried fish plate with a sweet creole sauce to a spicy curried lamb which 
can be made still hotter by adding Yvonne’s own salsa. The menu varies 
daily and depends on the freshness and availability of ingredients. Red snap- 
per may be offered one night and stuffed crabs the next. You might even 
find goat. In addition to the meat and fish stews, fried platters and casseroles, 
Yvonne’s also features a nice selection for vegetarians, all prepared with 
the same flair and cultural variety as the other dishes. All platters are serv- 
ed with rice and beans, salad or greens, and Yvonne’s special bread. 

The prices at dinner time range from $5.00 to $6.95 for curried lamb and 
stuffed crabs. Appetizers are below $3.00. A whole meal can be had for under 
$10.00. Fits my budget. The menu also features beer and wine as well as 
tropical fruit drinks and fabulous homemade ginger beer. Best of all is the 
Island Ice Tea. Homemade desserts are available, if you still have room. 

Yvonne has been feeding college students, faculty, and all sorts of visiting 
ambassadors for many years. Her hard work and experience have finally 
landed her this piece of earth in Hadley, so get there however you can. You 
can’t beat the quality and prices. It’s straightforward, honest-to-goodness 
cookery without the frills or pomp of many of the area’s overrated, overpric- 
ed restaurants. Which is not to say that it is without charm or atmosphere. 
It’s relaxed, comfortable and friendly. Where else are you greeted by the 
owner with a ‘‘Hello, Sweetheart!’’ | wish Yvonne much luck. | know I'll be 
there with alarming regularity. 

If you can’t afford to eat there every night, but can’t live without this cook- 
ing, Yvonne’s cookbook, Guyanese Seed of Soul, is available for six dollars, 
with all of her greatest hits in it. 


OH NO! 
HERE 
COMES 
1982 
BORDEAUX 


What’s all this fuss about 1982 Bordeaux wines? Is this another one of 
those years of the century or what? 

Not quite. For the record, more wine was produced in 1982 Bordeaux than 
any year in history. The growing season was perfect, perhaps too perfect. 
Almost every one of those little grape flowers decided to become grapes, 
creating a record-sized harvest. Ironically, this became a problem. Too much 
‘supply, not enough demand. A simple plan was devised. The French decided 
to sell a little hype first, then the wine. 

Think about it: Chateau owners, cellar masters and winemakers sitting 
in their cellars, surrounded by all those overflowing vats (this, mind you, 
following record ‘79 and ‘81 crops) saying, ‘“‘We’ve gotta peddle this stuff 
somehow.”’ Then someone shouted, ‘‘Voila! We must make this THE YEAR 
OF THE CENTURY!” 

The stampede began. Everyone wanted the ‘82’s. No matter that the ac- 
tual delivery wouldn’t be for another two years, consumers couldn’t buy 
enough. Wine merchants couldn’t order fast enough. Prices skyrocketed. 
Then the French decided to turn the knife. Despite a huge inventory, they 
severely allocated world supply. Prices jumped even more. Within a year, 
the wine market had become as volatile as pork bellies. From late ‘82 (before 
the wines were even bottled) until late ‘84, most wine prices had tripled. 
By spring of this year, prices were up to four times what they had been just 
two and a half years earlier. 

Chateau Petrus, for example, was originally offered at $600 a case. To- 
day the price has climbed to a whopping $2400! Other first growths rose 
similarly. Mouton Rothschild went from $300 to $1200, Lafite Rothschild from 
$300 to $1000, and Latour from $300 to $900. The lesser growths also got 
swept away in the speculative tidal wave. 

Now that the wines are finally here, the obvious question is, ‘‘Are they 
really that good?”’ Wine critics have been tasting and writing about these 
wines for more than two years. Most Chateau owners allow writers to pre- 
taste the wines prior to shipping. The results could best be described as 
controversial. 

Initially, two opinion camps formed. One, led by Robert Parker, (sole voice 
of The Wine Advocate), fairly well agreed with the French. He thought the 
wines were about the best thing since sliced bread. 

Robert Finigan, on the other hand, reported in his newsletter that these 
wines appealed only to amateur tasters and the simplest of palates. For the 
most part, he dismissed them by implying that some would already be in 
decline before the wines even reached the consumer’s hand. Other 
periodicals were more cautious, falling somewhere between these two 
extremes. 

So what’s the real scoop? Generally, the first growths (Lafite, Latour, 
Margaux, Mouton, Petrus) are pretty good. They won’t have the staying 
power of the ‘78’s, ‘75’s, ‘70’s, ‘66’s or ‘61’s because of low acid and over- 
ripeness (remember the ‘74 California Cabernets), but they’ll be O.K. The 
other classified growths are at a point that is commonly called drink-up-time. 
They failed to pass what | call “The Aging Challenge.” It works something 
like this: Uncork a bottle, drink a few glasses, recork the bottle and taste 
the wine again in 24 hours. If the wine tastes better the second day, it’s 
a keeper. If it tastes about the same, it has moderate aging potential. If, 
however, it tastes worse, it is drink-up-time. 

As far as non-classified growths go, they fall into a fourth category. That 
is, after a day they start to resemble something other than wine. So for them, 
it is also drink-up-time; immediately! As in yesterday. They’re going downhill 
and slipping fast. 

So what is to be learned from ail of this? | suggest the next time you see 
Tom, Dick and Baron Philippe pitching wine all the way from The New York 
Times to M.T.V., ask yourself a question: ‘‘Would you buy a used Mouton 
from these men?” 

Stan Szczepanski 
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So now they tell me that the theme for this 
issue is the 1960’s or something. | laugh right 
straight out of my face — even though let me 
assure you | was no long-haired hippie, they 
didn’t like no hippies hanging around at the Demo 
Derby, you’d best believe. No, why | am laughing 
straight out of my face is that obviously if there 
. is one American who the ‘60’s never ended for, 

it is A.C. Cobra. 

You want to see the 1960’s? Go through the 
field behind my house, why don’t ya, and then 
you will be able to tell me about it. Take the pink 
1960 Impala that is my main squeeze this sum- 
mer. Was it fins you wanted? | hope so. ‘‘Gull- 
wings” is what the official name of those pro- 
tuberances is, but you know and | know that we 
are referring here to fins. The 1959 Impala had 
them grafted together in the center, so that in 
high wind or at ‘“‘excessive”’ speed the ass of the 
thing would actually lift off of the ground, and 
change lanes on you. For the ‘60 they split the 
wings and moved them apart to cut the lift — but 
| have been out on 91 in gales when | was look- 
ing around for the stewardess. 

_ It would be no sweat to put an entire spare 
Toyoter in the back trunk, along with a million 
dollars worth of tools and parts and as many tires 
as you feel like carrying. The glove compartment 
is as big as the Toyoter’s trunk, and when you 
flip it open there are two indentations in the steel 
for putting cups of cola. The dash board is as big 
as a desk. You can put four across in the back 
seat, or easily do the dirty deeds that all the songs 
say were perpetrated therein. If you want to work 
on it you don’t have to pull the entire engine to 
get to the distributor or nothing — you just stick 
your hand in and go crazy. And the best thing 
is that it’s made of steel inside and out. New cars 
don’t even have frames! The Sixty has an X- 
frame. Anything you hit front or back is an- 
nihilated, but get hit in the side and you’re eating 
grill for breakfast. 

The next year General Motors made a big 
blunder. They downsized the Impala and hack- 
ed the fins off of it. Now the 1961 is a very good 
car, | even have a shop manual for one that | read 
in the bathroom when I’m not in a big hurry. But 
the first law of the entire universe is DOWNSIZE 
IS DILDONIC. What we need in this world are 
enormous cars, humongous tanks, aircraft car- 
riers, sides of beef, and anyone that says 
anything different is talking out of rightbelow the 
small of their back. We want Buick Electras! 
Rivieras! We want 1972 El Dorados! We want 
limousines with swimming pools! 

G.M. realized their error, and by 1963 the Im- 
pala was gigantic again. The 1962 is nice, and 
really rare. It was a bad year for Detroit, and not 
many of them got made, and not many is left. As 
for the 1963 and 1964, there are authorities that 
say that these were the best Chevies ever built. 
Half a block long, with trunks big enough to take 
away the whole results of the St. Valentine’s Day 
Massacre and still have room left for a picnic 
lunch, they run forever if you feed ‘em lots of 

. fluids. These cars weren’t just plastic shells with 

wheels like it is today, these were rolling rooms, 

parlors with picture windows so you could “See 
the U.S.A. in your Chevrolet” and still stretch 
your legs all the way out. 


A.C. COBRA’S 


AUTOEROTIX 


The ‘65 and ‘66 were okay cars, but a little 
smaller. And then, the 1967! That was a 
megamoose, wide, arrogant, windshield pitched 
back like it owned the whole brothel. After this 
came bigger and bigger and BIGGER cars. As 
America got more desperate to win the war, the 
cars got bigger, meaner, cockier. G.M. said, 
“You don’t like middle class values? Well, we’re 
gonna make middle class values another 1300 
pounds heavier this year with a 350 for the stock 
engine.” And then, like dinosaurs. . . The troops 
were just home, ya remember, when there was 
the first oil crisis and the 55-mile speed limit came 
down — the worst tyranny in the history of the 
world, the legislation that made everybody an 
outlaw. 

What happened, according to researchers at 
the A.C. Cobra Institute, was that the oil com- 
panies needed an excuse to raise prices, which 
they did. There was also a number of ‘side 
benefits,” like making travel impossible if you 
were broke, such as was most frequently the 
situation then and now when it comes to The 
Cobra Trust. Then they decided that a new car 
ought to cost a whole year’s wages, and that they 
ought to be able to make you pay for it twice with 
their 18.9% interest. Only if you indentured 
yourself like this did they spare you from paying 
over a buck a gallon at 12 miles per gallon. If you 
refused to pay $17,670 for a plastic go-cart, then 
they were going to get you at the pumps. They 
had you coming and going. 

It is this disgusting state of affairs that makes 
the 1960’s come to my mind. Them years was 
definitely a motoring Garden of Eden compared 
with you-know-when. But the bad years, the years 
of disillusionment with ‘60’s values (by ‘60’s 
values | mean cars were big and made of steel 
and anybody could work on ‘em), spawned the 
disgusto thing called the Econobox, and hatch- 
ed out the likes of A.C. Cobra who would drive 
a goat cart rather than work a second job ‘‘for 
the Cougar.’ 

So they tells me this is not a nostalgia issue, 
this is about how the stuff that was handed down 
from the ‘60’s is just liable to come back and raise 
living hell all over again, and | for one am all in 


‘favor of it if it means cars made of steel and big 


as a house, and cheap gas and X-frames and that 
sort of stuff. But they didn’t have to tell me 
nothing, because | am not nostalgic. Nostalgia 
goes right down the toiletto when you stare up 
at the underside of one of these old monstas and 
try to change a drive shaft. That ain’t nostalgia, 
cookie, that is rust and dirt. | don't drive these 
old crapulations because of nostalgia, | drive 
them so as to transport my carcass from point 
A to point B without point B turning out to be fog- 
gin’ debtors’ prison. 

If you want nostalgia, read one of the six million 
imitation A.C. Cobra impersonators that’s been 
cropping up like weeds in local newspapers. ‘| 
remember my Daddy used to have a nice 1960 
Chevy, and he would take us on Sunday drives 


-through East Longmeadow, which was a nice 


town, nicer than our town, and nice Uncle Grootie 
was still alive then, because he was sitting in the 
back seat, which he never did after he was dead. 
And the Chevy was big and nice and had nice 
big fins on it, and. . .” Help! Gimme the 
dramamine. 


“PAUL SHOUL 


PIONEER PRECISION 
FOR ALL YOUR CAR 
STEREO NEEDS 
‘e . iis 


> 


PIONEER PRECISION 
LOCKSMITH/CAR STEREO 
SALES AND INSTALLATIONS 
574 HAYDENVILLE RD. 
LEEDS 584-0715 


Your Sights, @ 
Sounds-Scene @ 


& 


@ WHERE THE ACLIONIS! & 
INTER 
ATR) RUNES 


PARTS AND ACCESSORIES 
FOR ALL FOREIGN CARS 
22 CHESTNUT STREET 


FLORENCE, MA 01060 
(413) 584-7259 


TO 
76 MAIN ST., NOHO 


“Do you want to know what your death may be 
like?’’ he asked me with childlike delight on his 
face... 

“O.K., tell me,’ I said, and my voice 
cracked... 

“You drive a great deal,’’ he went on saying, 
‘so you may find yourself, at a given moment, 
behind the wheel again. It will be a very fast sen- 
sation that won't give you time to think. Sudden- 
ly, let’s say, you would find yourself driving, as 
you have done thousands of times. But before you 
could wonder about yourself, you would notice a 
strange formation in front of your windshield. If 
you looked closer you'd realize that it is a cloud 
that looks like a shiny whorl. It would resemble, 
let’s say, a face, right in the middle of the sky in 
front of you. As you watched it, you would see it 
moving backward until it was only a brilliant 
point in the distance, and then you would notice 
that it began moving toward you again; it would 
pick up speed and in a blink of an eye it would 
smash against the windshield of your car. You are 
strong; I’m sure it would take death a couple of 
whams to get you. 

“By then you would know where you were and 
what was happening to you; the face would recede 
again to a position on the horizon, would pick up 
speed and smash against you. The face would 
enter inside you and then you’d know — it was 
the ally’s face all the time, or it was me talking, 
or you writing. Death was nothing all the time. 
Nothing. It was a little dot in the sheets of your 
notebook. And yet it would enter inside you with 
uncontrollable force and would make you flat and 
extend you over the sky and the earth and 
beyond. And you would be like a fog of tiny 
crystals moving, moving away.”’ 

Carlos Castaneda — A Separate Reality 
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BREAKING RECORDS 


REM-Fables of the Reconstruction 


| played this album for a girl of 
about 17 in a record store recent- 
ly. She’d read some enthusiastic 
reviews in several places and 
wanted to hear what all the 
hullabaloo was about. After hear- 
ing it she said, ‘‘This is mundane, 
mediocre and downright boring.”’ 
My jaw dropped. ‘‘The guitarist 
drowns out the singer. He’s whin- 
ing. It’s sloppy. It drones.” Before 
she left she purchased the new 
Bryan Adams album featuring the 
hit single ‘‘Heaven.”’ To be 
honest, | understand her reaction 
to Fables and REM in general. 
They’re in a different league from 
Bryan Adams. They do not recycle 
fail-proof formulas like Adams. 
Now don’t get me wrong. 
‘‘Heaven”’ is a great song for 
what it is — teenage make-out 
music — but it will be replaced by 
another equally satisfactory song, 
perhaps by Journey or John 
Waite, within a few weeks. REM 
are a bit less disposable, to say 
the least, and though there are 
some songs on Fables that | 
wouldn’t mind making out to, the 
overall feeling of the album is one 
of isolation and loneliness. Listen 
to it by yourself. They have 
steered away from the up-tempo 
aspect of their personality on most 
of these tracks, opting for the 
more subdued and cloudy profun- 
dity of ““Camera’’ and ‘‘Perfect 
Circle.”’ This is a moving record. 
About once a year a song will 
give me goosebumps. There are 
two on this album: ‘‘Kohoutek’’ 
and *‘Good Advice.’’ | don’t even 
want to know what Stipe is sing- 
ing about, because | get this 
uneasy feeling that it’s not half as 
interesting as it sounds. 

Jim Neill 


One Plus Two-The Ivy Room 


A follow-up to the superb 4-track 
7” from last year or so. Too bad 
they didn’t include the wonderful 
“Look Away”’ here. This song is 
better than anything you'll find on 
the The Ivy Room. To be honest, 
for those of you who must know, 
One + Two are of that 
REM/Windbreakers/Salem 66 
school of whatever you care to 
call it. Again, as. with Miracle 
Legion, we face the task of judg- 
ing the record on the quality of 
the songs and not on originality. 
Well, I’ll tell ya, ““Secret Ques- 
tion” is kinda catchy with some 
nifty use of stereo. The rest of the 
disc is passable, | guess, but | 
just don’t feel like listening to it 
again. | don’t know what else to 
say. You know me. I’m usually a 
sucker for this kind of stuff. My 
appetite just isn’t as hearty lately. 
After the new REM and Wind- 
breakers discs, Miracle Legion 
was pushing it. One + Two has 
me bordering on indigestion. Con- 
tact: Homestead c/o Dutch East, 
P.O. Box 570, Rockville Center, 
NY 11507-0570. 

- Jim Neill 


Zeitgeist-Translate Slowly 


An alluring album from this Texas 
quartet. This is one of those 
records you'll forget about if you 
only listen to it once. Sit through it 
three times and you'll be hooked. 
Vocals are shared by Kim 
Longacre and John Croslin who 
sometimes harmonize, other times 
take the song down two different 
paths at the same time. On 
Georgia’s reputable and reliable 
DB Records. Good stuff. DB 
Records, ‘c/o Landslide, 450 14th 
St., Suite 201, Atlanta, GA 30318. 
Jim Neill 


Yo-Charm World 


Something is very captivating 
about this record but | can’t put 
my finger on it. A musically in- 
telligent person might not make it 
through two of the seventeen 
songs on this record without star- 
ting to gnaw on the rug. There’s 
nothing too easy to grab onto 
here. My eardrums become 
disoriented but stay at attention, 
like a cat reacting to headlights. 
The kind of people who could 
deal with this record, and perhaps 
grow to love it, are people who 
listen to a lot of records, people 
who are looking for more than 
assurance in rock and roll. The 
music has got a punky momen- 
tum, but stir in bagpipes, man- 
dolin, Tim Buckley, Neil Young, 
then add a pinch of Joy Division 
and you’ve got Yo. What | can’t 
figure out is whether | like this 
record as much as | respect it. 
Jim Neill 


The Clintons-Girl Next Door b/w 
Drive Me Home 


Sleeve of the year award. Produc- 
ed by Del-Lord Eric Ambel, and it 
sounds like it too; all-American 
homegrown country rock and roll 
here. Good stuff even if this 
ground’s been broken before may 
a time. Nice harp on the B side. 
Jim Neill 
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Jim Neill 


g heartfelt 
t listen to the 
esn’t 


pels you 
. this is probably why 


cut-up over a haunting synth-funk 
beat. It’s a brilliant exercise in 
s then there might not be any 
Vinnie van Gee 
guys, and despite somewhat dippy 
lyrics (Something | feel has alw 
s Michael Stipe do 
beat. A tasty 
pe. A damn good 
at the very least. 


similarities between the 60’s and 
plagued them) they 


we-forget anti-war statement. Now 
if the kids can only see all the 
80’ 

“In Nicaragua the average age 
This is the third effort from these 
just that Translator is too hones 


and a steady 


right past the lyric shortcomin 
American reci 


This is traditional rock and roll 
guitar music with soarin 
vocals (just don’ 


words. . 


soundscaping and a jarring, lest- 
REM’ 


the combat soldier was. . . 
winner. The music pro 
enunciate on his records. . 
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THE NOISE OF ART 


Jesus and Mary Chain-You Trip 
Me Up 

WiseBlood-Motorslug 
PLOW!-(Compilation) 


As Genet put it, ‘“To escape the 
horror, bury yourself in it.”” © 


The JESUS AND MARY CHAIN 
are the biggest thing since the 
Sex Pistols, and ‘‘You Trip Me 
Up” is pure summer, another 
classic pop melody with subway 
cars screeching in the background 
(foreground?) not a million miles 
in style from ‘‘Upside Down’”’ or 
“You Never Understand,”’ but 
that’s a minor detail. This one’s 
going to the top. 


WISEBLOOD are Clint Ruin of 
FOETUS and Roli Mosimann of 
the Swans, so it’s surprising this 
is only as obnoxious as it is. | can 
actually be in the same room with 
it, (unlike any SWANS’ record). 
Motorslug sounds like the Doors if 
Morrison had lived another year. . 
. psycho-sewage on the flip is 
“Death Rape 2000”. . . an instru- 
ment. . . an instrument of torture. 
. . an instrument of music. . . 
recommended listening environ- 
ment: under fast strobe and/or at 
high speed. 


PLOW! is .a raw and painful look 
at the world of noise music, 
featuring the maniacal SONIC 
YOUTH and the. pure Satanic 
bliss of the SWANS and 
WISEBLOOD. Also HIT BY A 
TRUCK and Geneva’s EI] GER 
NORD WAND, CHRISTIAN 
MARCLAY, and COPULATION. 
This is a must for “‘speed trials’’ 
fans, and a must-avoid for the 
weak-stomached. 

Vinnie van Gee 


Thumbs and Bottoms Up 


Pogues-Sally Maclennane 
The Men They Couldn’t 
Hang-/ronmaster 


Both these rebel folky twangers 
have new LP’s coming out this 
summer. I'll drink to that, as I’m 
sure the Pogues (short for Pogue 
Mahone, Gaelic slang for ‘‘kiss 
my arse’) have done. ‘“‘Sally 
Maclennane”’ and its flip, the 
traditional ‘‘Wild Rover,” are both 
about drinking, love, drinking, 
traveling, and drinking. The 
Pogues combine the emotion and 
sentiment of an Irish country pub 
band with the energy of an early 
punk band. Lead Pogue Shane 
MacGowan explains, ‘It’s a waste 
of time for pop musicians to get 
involved in politics, and arrogant 
of them to tell people what to 
think. My songs are about being 
Irish in London, about people | 
meet, the pubs and getting 
drunk.’’ And get drunk he does. 
MacGowan, currently under 
medication for alcohol abuse, says 
“Vm taking all the measures that |! 
possibly can. . . short of stopping 
drinking.” 


MacGowan and the Pogues have 
left politics to the likes of The 
Men They Couldn’t Hang. ‘‘lron- 
master”’ is about industrial rela- 
tions, the story of a Chartist attack 
on a South Wales plutocrat in the 
mid-19th century. But don’t get 
the idea that these folk punks are 
all business, because on the flip 
side is a fine drinking song that 
could make even me lift a glass. 


Watch for the Pogues soon at 
Pearl Street. 
Vinnie van Gee 


Fine Young Cannibals-Johnny 
Come Home 


For all of you who don’t watch 
T.V. at 4:00 am on a tuesday mor- 
ning, the name comes from the 
1960 film classic that paired Pearl 


_ Bailey and Robert Wagner. The 


band comes from the backbone of 
the English Beat. When Beat 
frontmen Dave, Roger and Saxa 
left to form Generalissimo Public, 
guitarist Andy Cox and bassist 
David Steele found soul man 
Roland Gift and formed FYC. 


“Johnny Come Home’ is a tale of 
disillusionment with city life, 
through the eyes of an alcoholic 
father. Roland’s rock/Motown 
vocals complement Cox and 
Steele’s clean, jumpy melody 
lines and tight rhythmic backdrop. 
This is a gem of a summer song. 
Vinnie van Gee 
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The Damned-7The Shadow of Love 
b/w Nightshift 


Yuk! Where’s Captain Sensible! 
The A side is a confused 
Rawhidish embarrassment with 
coagulated production sounding 
like a bad mixture of Icicle Works 
and Teardrop Explodes. The flip 
leaves me longing for the days of 
Smash It Up and Waiting for the 
Blackout. That last single wasn’t 
so bad. Wot happened? 

Jim Neill 


True West-Shot You Down b/w 
1969 


Cool band. The A side is from 
their second record, Drifters. | 
would have picked ‘‘Speak Easy”’ 
as the single but this is hardly a 
song to throw buffalo chips at. 
The Ig’s ‘1969’ sounds a little 
uncomfortable; not mean enough, 
but interesting nevertheless. This 
is on the Zippo label, one of many 
foreign labels that seem at times 
to take better care of our native 
bands than we do. 

Jim Neill 


X-Burning House of Love 


X may be joking by making a 
record aimed at commercial radio 
and MTV, but | doubt it. This is 
mighty slick and it might work. 
Unprecedented (and somewhat in- 
explicable) critical acclaim 
elevated X into a strange sort of 
spotlight several years ago, and 
now they seem to think they are 
in a position to enter into the pro- 
fitable realm of commercial 
respectability. This song could be 
worse but if it’s any indication of 
what we can expect from the new 
LP (Ain’t Love Grand) then we’re 
going to have to change our at- 
titude toward X or change the 
channel. 

Jim Neill 


March Violets-Deep b/w Eldorado 


The March Violets have emerged 
from under the large black wings 
of The Sisters of Mercy and come 
into their proverbial own. Their 
Original guitarist has departed to 
form The Batfish Boys, a sort of 
gothic AC/DC, and left the Violets 
sounding a little less burdened by 
their heritage. That dark ingre- 
dient is still there but these songs 
are smoother and less aggressive 
than their previous work. They 
sound like a more gutsy Passions. 
This departure, in my mind, gives 
the March Violets one up on the 
likes of The Sisters of Mercy and 
Red Lorry, Yellow Lorry, who 
often seem stuck in the mud. 
. Jim Neill 


The Adult Net-/ncense and 
Peppermints 
The Fall-Couldn’t Get Ahead 


Stephen Sprouse is in, there’s a 
movie being made about Edie 
Sedgwick and The Fall are doing 
Strawberry Alarm Clock covers. 
The 80’s march on! The Adult Net 
are Brix Smith of The Fall backed 
by what sounds like The Fall itself 
disguised with silly names like 
Swami Anand Nagara and Ot- 
tersley Kipling. The song is a pret- 
ty fair likeness of the original, so 
why do it? For all the 15-year-olds 
having their first mushroom field 
trip and who never buy records 
made before 1984, more than like- 
ly it’s Mark Smith poking fun at 
the other “‘revivalists.”’ Vhatever, 
it pales next to the flip, ‘‘Sear- 
ching for the Now,” a fine rework- 
ing of ‘Rebellious Juke Box’”’ 
from ‘‘Live at the Witch Trials.”’ 


The A side of this Fall single, 
‘Rollin’ Dang,”’ is an obscure 
Gene Vincent tune that is very 
psychobilly, but’ it’s the flip, 
‘‘Couldn’t Get Ahead,” that gives 
me my Fall fix, hipper and more 
frightening than anything we’ve 
heard since their last offering. 
Vinnie van Gee 


The Adult Net-/ncense and Pep- 
permints b/w Searching for the 
Now 


Who is this guy Swami Anand 
Nagara who’s been taking credit 
for producing a couple of wicked 
psychedelic platters? First The 
Dukes of the Stratosphear and 
now this. On vocals and 
backwards guitar we find Brix, 
beloved wife of The Fall’s Mark 
Smith. Everyone else is hiding 
behind a pseudonym. Are we sup- 
posed to know who this is? | 
didn’t read NME this week. It’s 
good. Not bad at all. It certainly 
doesn’t improve on the original 
but | like Brix’s voice. The B isn’t 
as easy to swallow but check this 
out: Take your Dukes of Strat 
record and after ‘‘Mole from the 
Ministry” let ycur needle head 
over toward the label. If you have 
an automatic you’re out of luck. 
Did you hear that? OK. Now wind 
the platter backwards slowly. 
Groovy! 

Jim Neill 
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“Radio is the medium for frenzy, 
and it has been the major means 
of hotting up the tribal blood of 
Africa, India, and China, alike. TV 
has cooled Cuba down, as it is 
cooling down America.” — Mar- 
shall McLuhan, Understanding 
Media. 


orerestee: 
SRR 
2 1s 


2 


e505, Se 
BRN °. 5 
S2 
Soo 


O 
, 


°, ay $2 
ts i 


JORMA KAUKONEN 
also ROY DUNN 


SX 
5 
? 


> 
oR 
o> 
<e 


“Completely touched by human hanas.” 
; Pe sa 3 Ao ries. kate, 


Pres Speakers 


A ree 


THEY GH BE IMTS 


SONG 


3 


They Might Be Giants 


They Might Be Giants’ music pro- 
bably bears little resemblance to 
any of t&&recent rash of stuff fall- 
ing under the headings of ‘‘60’s 
Revival” or ‘‘neo-psychedelia.”’ 
Yet the fact that possible giants 
John Linnell and John Flansburgh 
spent their formative years listen- 
ing to early Mothers of Invention, 
Captain Beefheart, Velvet 
Underground and American Top 
40 qualifies them for a mention in 
the ON NO! NOHO! 60’s issue. 
Besides, they'll be playing at The 
Iron Horse sometime soon — 
watch for a date. 


They Might Be Giants is a pair of 
guys who have been playing 
music together on and off since 
the dark days of the mid-70’s, 
when they were in high school 
and Elton John was king of the 
musical shitpile. Having made 
their way since then from the 
musical breeding-grounds of Lin- 
coin, Massachusetts to the 
musical feeding grounds of New 
York City, these two Johns are 
now attracting considerably more 
attention in the burgeoning Lower 
East Side club scene than they 
ever did in their friends’ living 
rooms. 


Communicator 
eries 


Ray Mason 


Ray Mason’s double cassette, /t’s 
Time To Captivate A Planet/Who’s 
Minding The Store is an amazing 
26-song collection that again and 
again delivers incongruous, funny, 
expressive and abstract lyrics, 
pot-head electric shock and soft 
acoustic cushioning, a pinch of 
reggae here, a hoedown rhythm 
there, and chiming everywhere. 
Ray twinkletoes his way around a 
pop form that grins like a 
Cheshire cat. If he could put a lit- 
tle more bite in his vocals, a bit 
sharper edge on the music, with a 
few minor adjustments he could 
achieve some major chart suc- 
cess. You can contact Ray by 
writing to: Captivating Music, 235 
South St., NOHO MA 01060. 


Doren Berge 


Forget the 60’s revival, this is 
Straight 70’s rock and roll. 
Heavyhanded? Maybe. Heavy- 
hitting? Definitely. Scott Edmunds 
can sing from the whisper to the 
scream, but it’s Doren Berge’s 
vicious guitar work that gives the 
band its edge — watch out you 
don’t cut yourself, and write to 
Doren Berge’s World Head- 
quarters at P.O. Box 889, 
Amherst, MA 01004. 


As with most ‘‘performance- 
oriented”’ bands, a full apprecia- 
tion of They Might Be Giants’ 
talents can only be gotten by see- 
ing them. . . perform, yet unlike 
many other performance ar- 
tists/musicians, their music is as 
Captivating on a boom box as it is 
on a soap box. Just how strongly 
the aforementioned influences are 
reflected in TMBG’s music 
depends perhaps on the ears of 
the listener, but the elements are 
Clearly there — strong pop hooks 
coupled with often quirky 
melodies and rhythms, wrapped 
around sometimes inscrutable but 
always clever lyrics. 


In their self-titled album, TMBG 
muse, ‘They might be fake / they 
might be lies / they might be big 
big fake fake lies. . .”” They might 
be, but as today’s musical buzz- 
words of “‘revival,’’ ‘“‘renais- 
sance,’”’ “homage,” etc. often 
merely attempt to mask a lack of 
new ideas, TMBG create an en- 
tirely original sound while borrow- 
ing from any number of past and 
present musical genres. Never 
slipping into nihilist parody or 
campy appropriation, TMBG main- 
tain the appropriate respect for 
their sources, from the country 
underpinnings of ‘‘Alienations for 
the Rich” and ‘‘#3” to the “Urban 
Contemporary”’ motif of ‘You'll 
Miss Me” to the pure pop of “Mr. 
Me”’ and “Youth Culture Killed 
My Dog’’ — even as they twist 
them slightly here, superimpose 
them there, or just simply turn 
them on their heads. The results 
are at once familiar-sounding and 
altogether unusual. 


And catchy, too. In the best pop 
tradition, many of TMBG’s songs 
drill themselves into your head 
and reverberate there until they. 
drive you nuts and peace. can only 
be had by blasting them out with 
a large dose of some other music 
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Roland Lapierre 


Roland Lapierre, his guitar, bass, 
drums and Fostex X-15 have put 
out a fine six-song cassette of 
bright pop. It sounds a bit like a 
bare-bones Marshall Crenshaw, 
but is more than just a conven- 
tional exercise in pop dynamics. 
Roland’s cassette is available by 
writing to Roland Lapierre, 63 
Maple St., Florence, MA 01060. 


Shokk 


Shokk are from Westfield, so you 
know they must be great, and 
they are. Wah-wah pedal that 
would make Dr. Sax drool, and 
some clever songwriting make for 
a very enjoyable 55 minutes of 
music. It’s with a sense of humor 
that Wayne Soffan shows off his 
guitar work on ‘‘Rock ‘n’ Roll.” 
“Rock ‘n’ Roll, Rock ‘n’ Roll, 
Rock ‘n’ Roll, Yea!”’ (guitar solo). 
“Feel The Heat’’ (guitar solo) 
‘‘Move Your Feet”’ (guitar solo) 
“In The Street’’ (guitar solo). The 
drumming is mixed back a little 
too far, and the vocals could be a 
little crisper, but overall it’s an in- 
spired collection of songs, and is 
available at Main St. Records in 
Northampton, or by writing to 
Shokk, c/o Wayne Soffan, P.O. 
Box 98, Westfield, MA 01086. 


or going back to listen to the 
same songs again. 


Yet while the music alone could 
carry many of their songs, 
TMBG@’s lyrics put the band head, 
shoulders and torso above many 
of their peers. Who knows what 
they're talking about in “Rhythm 
Section Want Ad’’? But with lyrics 
like “‘Speak softly, drive a Sher- 
man tank / Laugh hard, it’s a long 
way to the bank,”’ you know that 
they’re onto something. “#3,” on 
the other hand, is completely 
straightforward: ‘‘A rich man once 
told me that life’s a funny thing / 
A poor man once told me -that | 
can’t afford to speak / Now I’m in 
the middle like a bird without a 
beak / Cause there’s just two 
songs in me and | just wrote the 
third. . .”” Meanwhile, such 
hackneyed subjects as the nature 
of knowledge (‘‘Everything right is 
Wrong”’) and underwater bovines 
(“Cowtown’’) take on new mean- 
ing when seen through these 
Giants’-eye lenses. And in ‘‘You’ll 
Miss Me” they've written perhaps 
the definitive sore lover/loser 
song: “‘You’ll see my teeth in the 
Stars above / Every tree a finger 
of my glove / And every time push 
comes to shove / You’ll see my 
teeth in the stars above. . .” 


TMBG have yet to land a contract 
with any record company, big or 
small, but they do have a 2-song 
flexi-disc available, along with 
several high quality cassettes. In- 
formation on those can be had by 
writing to TMBG, c/o John 
Flansburgh, 232 N. 5th St., 
Brooklyn, NY 11211. And if you 
just can’t wait to hear some of 
their stuff, and you have money to 
donate to the phone company, 
you can call the TMBG 
Dial-a-Song Service at 
718-387-6962 — a different song 
every day. 

Vito Pomeroy 


MAC DUCK 


You don't get anything for nothing in this world, and if Little 
Richard, the self-proclaimed “King of Rock and: Soul” has it right, a lot 
of people owe. . .him. Way back in the land of Fudaraki Saki on the 
shores of seafood, The Beatles were invading. They had the look and 
the hair, The Stones did too but Richard had the voice and he also 
had S-O-U-L from the tips of his eyelashes to the shine on his shoes. 
The Beatles were BIG alright and so were most of those groups from 
across the sea, but their sound was part of something much more raw 
than anything indigenous to England. In Liverpool they called it ‘beat’, 
over here it had many names from blues, jazz and race music to rhythm 
and blues. Things didn’t stop there though, while John, Paul, George 
and Pete were doing the dues paying in Deutschland one of the most 
popular of all black musical forms was coming into being, Soul Music. 
Soul with a capital S. Soul as in ‘Make your knees freeze make your 
bladder sadder make you put your nose down to your toes and go 
oooeee!’ 

It would take a ten album boxed set to explain this evolution properly 
and I’ve only got a quarter, so here’s the three minute 45 version. 
Things had been hotting up musically around the nation ever since the 
massive black migration up from the south to the west and the north 
after World War Two. This spread out not just artists but an audience 
for them as well. From coast to coast record companies were launched 
to try to capitalise on the commercial potential of the increase in urban 
black populations. Ike Turner worked for one of them as a talent scout 
recording new acts for the Modern label. 

This was the 1950’s however and very few of these ‘race’ records, as 
they were called, found their way onto the radio. Bigotry aside, it 
should be noted that even a comparatively successful black artist label 
like Atlantic had trouble distributing its records through the country, 
and if you can't sell a record you can’t have a hit. The ones who did 
have the hits were the white pop stars who drew on this source of talent 
for their inspiration. The result was that Pat Boone and Elvis scored 
with Little Richard songs without their audiences knowing who was 
really responsible for them — namely the Pretty Kid. Richard is now in- 
ternationally recognized and, along with many of his contemporaries, 
seems surprisingly unresentful of the successes of his earlier imitators. 
He has said recently: ‘It opened up a wider door. It made my accep- 
tance in the white market bigger. It was a great contribution for those 
people to make for me, and I'm grateful.’ 

Meanwhile back across the ocean. . .The Beatles may have been big- 
ger than Jesus in the ‘60’s, but they were refiners. The English have 
never really been originators. One of their oldest lyricists Geoffrey 
Chaucer borrowed from the Italians. The British have traditionally taken 
the cream of the crop (see Africa, India and the rest of Asia), 
reprocessed it and sold it back to its original owners. The British inva- 
sion was no different. Those groups weren't playing anything that new 


LIVE SHOTS 


NEVILLE BROTHERS 
AT THE RUSTY NAIL 


After the show, we ran into the whole Neville Brothers band (minus sax- 


| man Charles, who was ill) in the 7-11. They seemed like any gaggle of travel- 


ing musicians late at night, stocking up on sugar, smokes and newsprint, 
wearing their flashy jackets, driving off in a rented van. It was hard to square 
this mundane image of the Nevilles with the bedlam they were presiding 
over only a few minutes before, as they made good on their promise of ‘‘Mardi 
Gras Every Night!” 
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— it just seemed that way. What they did was to show kids a new way 
to look, they were basically just style merchants and the same thing is 
happening all over again in the ‘80's. 

Nowadays a lot of the successful new English groups are still getting 
their ideas from black American music and translating it. Annie Lenox 
does a great rendition of Ike and Tina’s revue, Elvis Costello climbs 
back into the charts backed by some big mama singers and his ‘Motown 
sound’ (sic). Frankie Goes To Hollywood have turned Edwin Starr's 
anti-Vietnam classic, War, into an anthem of nuclear age angst and 
look how well they did with that. Wow! even Vietnam is being revived. 

But they're all doing something new, right? Good ole Boy George 
just’dresses it up differently. His group Culture Club along with Paul 
Weller’s Style Council betray by their very names just what is going on 
over there. They’ve created one big, stylish and very expensive club 
that has all the MTV viewers lining up begging to be let in at the door. 
But the sound, the underlying ideas were here all along. 

Soul is an unstoppable groove, it's James Brown's thing, it's your 
thing, it’s all of our things by now. The classics are well established, so 
here are some lesser known grooves that you may have missed the first 
time around. 

Gene Chandler singing to hundred of orgasmic fans ‘I wonna reach 
outanna. . .BITE CHA’ ‘Owwbite me bite me’ they scream back on 
Rainbow ‘65 Part 2. Mabel John singing to her no good boyfriend ‘I 
don’t have to beg you to hold me cause someone else will’ on Your 
Good Thing (Is About To End). One of the bugaloo soulshakers of all 
time has to be Bob and Earl's Harlem Shuffle with the Soul Brothers 
Six in hot pursuit doing the original Some Kind Of Wonderful. Etta 
James is in there with an Otis Redding original, Security. Shorty 
Long’‘s first record for Motown, Devil With The Blue Dress, a man who 
could have been one of the biggest except that he died five years later. 
Don Covay the man with the golden sway whether he’s doing the 
Sookie Sookie or checking out of the No Tell Motel. George Clinton's 
old group The Parliaments, I (Wanna) Testify. Surefire hit group 
Dyke and the Blazers, Let a Woman Be A Woman — Let A Man Be 
A Man. George Torrence and the Naturals’ Licking Stick. Betty Har- 
ris’ guisy New Orleans rocker Mean Man written by Allen Toussaint. 


,Solomon Burke’s two younger brothers in their group The Showstop- 


pers from Philly doing Ain’t Nothing But A Houseparty. Candi 
Staton’s first one, with the best title award, I‘d Rather Be An Old 
Man‘s Sweetheart (Than A Young Man”s Fool). Freddie Scott, Are 
You Lonely For Me. Kim Weston, Marvin Gaye's old consort, does a 
great gospel number A Love Like Yours (Don’t Come Knocking Every- 
day). And finally, Mr. Dynamite Mr. Outtasight the always amazing 
James Brown singing live to his audience ‘I’m not singing this song on- 
ly for myself now, I'm singing it for you too’ on Lost Someone. 

Mac Duck 


Despite Jim Roberts’ excellent preview article in the Advo, and despite 
the fact that we’d listened to the 1982 live record Neville-ization over a din- 
ner of New Orleans-style barbecued shrimp, we found that there is no such 
thing as preparation for this show. We also realized that there is no describ- 
ing the Nevilles in print, or even capturing them on vinyl. It’s another case 
of “‘you had to be there.” 

Cowbells are the trademark — cowbells everywhere. Brother Aaron, whose 
authoritative presence dominates center stage, plays cowbell all night long, 
but there are at least two cowbells at every one of the band’s battle sta- 
tions. The bells clang on, weaving in and around Willie Green’s drums and 
Cyril Neville’s standup percussion. The bassline from Darryl Johnson’s stick 
starts its inexorable Mississippi River roll, and the Neville Brothers’ fatal 
groove begins. 

Over this groove are the best vocal harmonies ever, and powerful sing- 
ing by Art, Aaron, Cyril and bassist Johnson. Cyril was particularly hot that 
night, sounding like Joe Tex at times, Bob Marley at others, letting a song 
build up for five full minutes before unleashing the bloodcurdling scream 
that was implicit in it from the start. Above it Brian Stolz sails a guitar lead 
like a huge unfurling banner in the wind: the conquest is complete. 

What kind of music is it, you ask? It’s part soul, part reggae, part Creole, 
part R & B, but all Nevilles. Now we know why there is a cult that follows 
this band. We were sorely tempted to sell the house and cars and kids and 
silverware and blow it all off, spend the rest of our lives as revelers in this 


.Dionysian rite, going to our graves with the sound of cowbells ringing in our 


ears. What memories we would have of planet Earth! 

Local R&Bman Wailin’ Dave Robinson and his Blue Dogs were in peak 
form as they primed the dancefloor with an infectious set of originals and 
classics. And Klondike Sound won a gold medal for making the Nail sound 
just about perfect, (perfect as it was ever going to get, it turns out). The Iron 
Horse production team is also to be commended for sensing the ‘‘peace 
and love’’ atmosphere of hte evening, and allowing the side doors to be 
opened, letting a cool breeze blow straight across the hot dancefloor. 

Dr. Sax 
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TOBEY 


LIVIN 


Walking on Top 40 


KATRINA AND THE WAVES 
AT PEARL STREET 


Wave on. .. 1! don’t understand, everybody at this 
sold-out show of Katrina and the Waves had a 


great time but me. . . | drank as much beer as 
they did. . . | knew all the words to ‘“‘Walking On 
Sunshine’. . . But to me it was like Pat Benatar 


on a good night or something. It’s not that | don’t 
like bright power pop. It’s not that | didn’t like the 
Waves’ first two (Canadian) Ips. It just seemed 
so generic to me. Maybe | was not drinking the 
right beer. . . 


“The Americans are more into good time tunes, 
while in England there’s a lot of importance put 
on something really meaning something.” — 
Katrina L. 


Ride the Wave 


IN THE EIGHTIES 


“This is fucking Social Realism—I got holes in all my pockets.”’ 


The mid-eighties mainstream (‘‘yuppism’’) moves faster and faster for 
the shortened attention spans, and shallower and shallower for the 
EMTV imaginations, Prince, Madonna, Hall and Oates et al. are readily 
consumed and easily digested and are becoming what the &80’s will be 
remembered for. 


The 80’s underground, though, has moved in an opposite direction and 
comes up looking very 60’s-esque. Words play a very important part 
in today’s underground, in that they mean something! Who would ever 
have thought that people would be listening to the words again? 


Words are back in varying contexts, from Joolz who states her songs 
without musical accompaniment, to Ann Clark with her bleak readings 
put in front of a bleak, cold techno-beat, to Billy Bragg whose three- 
chord bashings are the only thing to accompany his words. 


The underground’s 60’s-ness and the mainstream’s made-for-tv feel 
are far apart, as seen in such events as the Live Aid fiasco (‘‘Egos for 
Ethiopia’’) on the one hand, and the support for striking miners by 
English bands on the other. 


The Material Girls and Boys who get catered to so heavily by the 
American media (‘‘money goes where money is’’) have their Rolexes, 
their Miami Vices and Madonnas, but what they don’t have (or aren’t 
interested in) are bands like That Petrol Emotion and their single ‘‘Keen”’ 
which is an arching sixties-tinged romp of melodies and guitars, and 
with its politically charged B-side, ‘‘A Great Depression on a Slow 
Night,’’ will certainly remain here in the underground. 


Critic Carrie Rickey decreed, ‘‘If you’re a hip contemporary consumer, 
you get your news from Entertainment Tonight and your entertainment 
from CBS News.’’ The mainstream will never see a band like The Meat 
Puppets on David Letterman, but we who listen to college radio and 
listen to the MP’s lyrics find that they say nothing but suggest 
everything. Sound psychedelic? It is, in the best sense of the word, in 
a way that really does have something to do with heightened percep- 
tion and not merely a nostalgic reference to a two-decade-oild style. 


The Redskins weren't asked to contribute to the sound track of The 
Breakfast Club or St. Elmo’s Fire. This could be because of their intense, 
politically fired soul sound which would not be popular with the ‘‘hip con- 
temporary consumers,’’ but is a big hit with us, almost as big as 
England’s other leftist bailadeer, Mr. Billy Bragg, whose stance is 
somewhere between the protest period of Bob Dylan/Phil Ochs and the 
Clash/Pistols. 


Now Mr. Bragg’s lyrics play such an important part that he even goes 
so far as to explain them between songs — something | just can’t pic- 
ture Hall and Oates doing. 
: Vinnie van Gee 


NOHO’S “OLDEST” LIVE ENTERTAINMENT SPOT! 


ALWAYS THE BEST 
IN NEW LOCAL MUSIC 
COMING UP: 
PROJECT ADVENTURE & 
, THE MALARIANS 
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- A TRIBUTE TO BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN 


7 t 
eS Shree 
i : = ny 
t 
a ib L he + i : : 4 
ee : ¥ “ ye TY 


Fr t oa 
aw Each ie | 
es 


\ CAFE 


Pleasant St., Northampton 
@Parking in Rear @ Darts © 


3 BARS TO SERVE YOU WEEKLY DRINK SPECIALS 


WY Wy 


DADAVISION: 
AT ZONE 


The dark recesses of Zone were filled again, that warm June night, with 
the sick nutcake fruitbats of the Dadavision traveling troupe. There was, for 
fans of Rich Hack’s Furniture Boy, a reappearance of ‘‘The Bathrobe,”’ that 
hyperactive slavering node of lust, this time as a talk-show host. Furniture 
Boy himself was one of his guests, in his incarnation as a plaid chair on 
wheels. At other points in the show, you could also see the fatal Madame 
Irma perched on a stool, holding her much-mistreated doll. 

TV parody was the order of the evening. A lengthy version of ‘‘Family 
Freud,” featuring a faceoff between Billy Bob and Bucky Bob Bovine’s family 
of nitwit hillbillies (one of whom, Headswapper Patsy Huff, gave birth on 
stage to yet another puling doll), and a haughty but equally nitwitted family 
called the Sarcastos, most of whose members identified themselves as the 
Queen of England. This epic piece, of approximately the same duration as 
“‘Family Feud’”’ itself, was a masterpiece of costuming and nasty language. 

Most of the sketches concluded with The Blob, an entity under mottled 
plastic, sliming onstage and engulfing the participants to the accompani- 
ment of a dreadful thumping heartbeat. There were many memorable per- 
formances — Wayne Brooklyn as Charles Nelson Riley, and later as the 
Queen of England; T.Z. looking scowly and irritable; Dana Gentes, the 
mindless mastermind; Laura Kolb, who has a unique capacity for reducing 
eroticism to squeamish psychopathy; Marty Maceda, a frightening stage 
machine that no one knows how to stop, and so on. 

An additional attraction were a couple of films by Zone’s own evil genius, 
Brendhan Stecchini. The Artist in the Bank, with its tremendous score by 
the great A.T. Purseglove, (remembered for his brilliant live soundtracks to 
silent movies at the Pleasant Street Theatre, and who is also the world’s 
greatest saxophone surgeon), remains a technical landmark for its use of 
the bank’s own hidden camera. The stills generated by this ‘‘security device” 
become in Stecchini’s hands the source of a jerky animated effect, as they 
are strung together and run quickly. The poor teller at the front labors through 
several busy workdays in the course of the film, blithering around like a chip- 
munk on dexedrine. No wonder people are tired after work! Stecchini as 
The Artist, (holding a sign in case of misidentification), skulks about the lobby, 
a sinister presence of imagination in a world of idiot commerce. Another 
classic, Stecchini’s pseudo-Evil Knevil flick in which he dares to break 
through flaming barricades on a small-wheeled bicycle before a screaming 
early-’70’s crowd at UMass, is by now a period piece, but a very telling one. 


The only problem with the evening was the audience, | have no idea why, 


but there was a pervasive deadness that night which must have made it 
difficult for the Dadas to sustain their madcap momentum. There were many 
well-known dignitaries in the house, people known for being able to laugh, 
but the chemistry was just off. Who knows why? It was, in our august judg- 
ment, a testimony to the remorselessness of Dadavision that they were 
undeterred by this passivity, and went right on beating the horse even when 
it wasn’t feeling much. 
One of the attractions of Zone is the gallery, where fans of OH NO! NOHO! 
could see a beautiful artist’s book by Hawley Hussey, Susan Boss’s flying 
‘ penis that got so many nasty reactions in the infamous Sex and Romance 
issue, and an original strip by Lee Catchepaugh. 
A swell time — no one should ever pass up a Dadavision show. Sorry 
we got there too late for the Strawberry Girls. 
Dr. Sax 


YUK-A-THON 
AT THE RED BALLOON 


Mid-August: Buddy Rubbish, emcee of the Comedy Crunch, brings some 
of his chronic entourage, as well as some truly special guests, to The Red 
Balloon for a Sanctuary Movement benefit. The Deertones, a musical 
Frankenstein stitched together by Buddy Rubbish in the old Hot L days, are 
once again jolted to life. Crunch regular Larry Sullivan, master of timing and 
false modesty, delivers a fine anecdotal set. Leo T. Baldwin, (who is always 
boasting that his name has appeared in every issue of OH NO! NOHO)), turns 
in another stellar performance, and gets mentioned in OH NO! NOHO! again! 
Wailin’ Dave Robinson saws the musical saw, Billy the Bat bats out some 
wicked blues, and Court Dorsey puts on some political theatre. 

| haven’t caught Bobby Darling’s act for over a year, and so I’m dying 
to see its newest incarnation. Darling, known in the area not only for his 
live music/comedy shows but also as one of the original hosts (with Buddy 
Rubbish) of WRSI’s award-winning Friday night oldies show, was for a time 
the emcee of the Comedy Crunch back at the Hot L. Bobby suffers from 
a serious case of Valley Artist’s Syndrome — too many talents. His radio 
and comedy work are so distinguished that you can forget what a great guitar 
player he is. The show at The Red Balloon is one big reminder. After doing 
a good comedy set, B.D.S. closes the evening with a dance show that rocks 
like mad. Laurie Fiorentino is not only a great bass player, but a magnetic 
stage personality who adds even more vitality to the already energetic Darl- 
ing. Drummer Little Ricky Ricardo shares the double comedy/music talent 
with his teammates, and the result is about as hot a three-piece band as 
you can find in these here hills. 


As B.D.S. is playing, it dawns on me just how great the Red Balloon - 


sounds. The rugs on the walls, and the general layout of the room since 
the completion of extensive renovations, make the club the clear successor 
to the Nail as best-sounding site in the Valley. The Red Balloon gets double 
coupons for donating a percentage of the bar take to the Sanctuary cause. 
Perhaps it’s just the fact that mid-August is a slow time, but | am surpris- 
ed that more people aren’t here for this excellent night of entertainment. 
The comedy fans are out in force, joined by some ‘“‘political people,”’ but 
| can’t get rid of the idea that there is still some resistance to The Balloon 
just because it’s nominally in Easthampton. | want to say for the record that 
the club is so close to the NoHo line that you can sneeze out the door and 
have the germs infect someone back home. It’s just 7.5 miles down South 
Street, kids. You could walk it. Besides, what’s wrong with Easthampton? 
You think you’re going to get mangled by Mohawked punks, or what? You're 
scared of bighairs? This magazine went hoarse pleading with people to find 
Sunderland and the Nail — we need a roadhouse, we need one good- 

sounding room around here. Okay? 
Kit Litter 


LEND ME AN EAR 
A DJ RX 


DADDY NEIL 


> PICK LIST 

Star Point - Object of My Desire 
Doug E. Fresh - The Show 

Lisa Lisa and Cult Jam - You’! Never Change 
Five Star - All Fall Down 

-UTFO - Leader of the Pack (Remix) 
- Warren Mills - Sunshine 

Cheryl Lynn - it's Gonna Be Right 
9.9 - All of Me For All-of You 
Marley Marl - Marley Marl Scratch 
~Cameo - Single Life 


JIM NEILL 


>TERP TEN 

Camper Van Beethoven - Jelephone-Free 
Landslide Victory 

Husker Du - Makes No Sense At All (7”) 
Dinosaur - Dinosaur 

Dreams So Real - Everywhere Girl (7”) 
“Mojo Nixon and Skid Roper 

~~ Watermelon Men - Past, Present, Future 

~ Three Johns - Death of a European (12”) 

~ Tom Waits - Anthology 

Primal Scream - Ail Fall Down (7”) 
Lucy Show - Undone 


VINNIE VAN GEE 


»IN ONE EAR 

Anne Clarke - Joined Up 

David J - Blue Moods Turning Tail 

~ Gene Loves Jezebel - Cow 

~~ Jazz Butcher - Sex and Travel 

Love and Rockets - Ball of Confusion 

Nico - My Funny Valentine (12”) 

~ Shockhead Peters - The Kissing of God (12”) 
v That Petrol Emotion - Keen (7”) 

~ The Wooden Tops - Well, Well, Well, Move Me, 
Plenty ; 

Wolfgang Press - Sweatbox (12”) 


VINNIE VAN GEE 


&IN THE OTHER 

y~ Chuck Brown and the Soul Searchers - Sho Yuh 
Right 

The Conway Brothers - Turn It Up (7”) 

George Clinton - Some of My Best Jokes are 
Friends 

Experience Unlimited - Somebody's Ringing That 
Doorbell 

Fela - Army Arrangement (Celluloid 12”) 

~ Funkadelic - One Nation Under a Groove—Parts 
1-17 

Last Poets - This is Madness 

Mac Attack - Art of Drums 

~Slug-Go - C-R-A-Z-Y 

Stanley Clarke - Born in the US.A. 


SIDEWALK SAM 


>THE STREET BEAT 

Luther Vandross - /t's Over Now 

~ Pointer Sisters - Dare Me 

Supertramp - Cannonball 

Third World - Sense of Purpose 

~ Alexander Robotnick - Problems DAmour 
“Steve Arrington - Fee! So Bad 

y~ Weather Girls - Well-A-Legal 

Siedah Garrett - Do You Want It Right Now? 
v Aretha Franklin - Freeway of Love 
General Public - So Hot You're Cool 


BEN WILDER'S 
PSYCHEDELIC 
SEVENTEEN 
LP SELECTIONS 


1. Beacon Street Union - Eyes of Beacon Sireet 
Union 

2. Beatles - Revolver 

3. Captain Beefheart - Safe As Mik 

4. Country Joe & The Fish - Electric Music for Mind 
& Body 

5. Electric Prunes - Underground 

6. Family - Family Entertainment 

7. Jimi Hendrix - Axis Bold as Love 

8. Jefferson Airplane - After Bathing at Baxter's 

9. Mothers of Invention - Weve Only In It for the 
Money 

10. The Move - Shazam 

11. Nazz - The Nazz 

12. Seeds - The Seeds 

13. Spirit 

14. Thirteenth Floor Elevators 

15. Ultimate Spinach 

16. The Velvet Underground - Banana (7) 

17. Yardbirds - Over Under Sideways 


PLUS PSYCHEDELIC FLOWER 
ons SINGLE PLATTER 


Peopie - / Love You. 
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STAYING 
ALIVE 
WHO 
COULD 

| | FORGET 
EB THE 70’S? 


" LEE GORDON 


THE RUSTY N AIL | don’t get it. What an idiot! 2:30 am, tomorrow the deadline, and | can’t 
remember whether they asked me to write about the 60’s or the 70’s. | could 


look pretty uncool. Sometimes you just gotta go with instinct. The issue is 


Who would burn The Rusty Nail? about the 70’s. That’s what’s happening now. Right. 

The stage where Muddy Waters sang But why the 70’s? | don’t know much about history. . . But | know what's 
An old man’s ‘“‘Mannish Boy” — hip! And it’s no coincidence that 70’s nostalgia is influencing fashion, music 
Where James Brown, back from silence, and design all across the nation and the sea (at least | hope it is). What 


can | say that hasn’t been said about this delightful fad? What aspects haven't 
been fully covered, like the — canned foods, eyeglasses, favorite pets or , 
popular diseases of the 70’s? Yeah. But why is Bee Gees nostalgia so hot? 
What causes fads? 


Found his old frenzy in that 
Barn in a cornfield—who 
Would burn this down? ~ 


; . They say we are a nation of fads and changes. And that’s good, because. 
| stood there in the breeze _. because fads sell things like wide polyester ties, human rights in foreign 
From Hound Dog Taylor’s Japanese amp, policy, and ‘“‘natural’” labels on food. Just like back in the ‘70’s. Fads are 
| heard The Man They Call The Snake good for the economy! And they bring people together in — disco hustling, 
Play his hickorysmoke SG. hijackings and fern bars. That maintains ‘‘the fabric of society.’’ No wonder 
Joe King Carrasco, mescal and candy, we had to bring back the.70’s. A whole society made of nice soft cotton, 
The DB’s, Albert Collins, washed in Duz — they went out of business about ‘75, | think. 

Neville Brothers with cowbells came here Yes, it’s great to have all these things come back. Jogging, angel dust 


and pink popcorn help us change our bodies. After the national phallus was 
sucked dry in Vietnam, we learned Small is Beautiful! Let’s go see — Gib- 
bons. The Greening of America. Part Il. Ewell goes back and gets all the 
nukes that weren’t stopped the first time. 


Across the continent in the night of troubadours, 
By bus, for the crystals of music. . . 


John Lee Hooker scowling into the lights, : They say we're a society of surpluses and leisure time, free speech (gon- 
Gatemouth Brown, Buddy Guy : zo journalism). Our attention to the present is short, so we need new flavors, 
Teasing hysteria out of indifference, new models, new roundness, new softness, new nudeness, new nightly 
Junior Wells’ harp peppering. . . ‘“‘news.”’ That’s why | like the 70’s. They give me a sense of history. My 
And | stood on that stage too, and _middle-class friends in Ireland want to forget the past — like they have too 
Felt in my heels the big demon much — and imagine a better future. | don’t have that problem. So take 


me back to the 70’s, it’s easy to remember, even if you’re in your twenties, 
(I’m twenty-twelve). Give me a sense of spiritual continuity with LSD, Zen 
and born-again Christianity. 


Of music, what Pentagons 
And board rooms cannot stop. 


It lived in the wood, ; | can find my roots in the 70’s. I’m not shallow or superficial. (This stuff 
The walls, in the stagnant air. Whoever _must be cut weird ‘cause |’m losing that ecstatic edge — harder to focus, 
Burned The Rusty Nail might as well uh. . .) So the point is. Everything. Is. Fads. 
Have Burned a mosque, a sanctuary, a museum, Yes, fads are great. The 70’s were, are, great now. Fads keep us going. 
Might as well have sold his country out. . . Keep us alive. | 

Who could forget the 70’s? Back then everything was clear. In Nicaragua 
Because | know who burned The Rusty Nail. the good guys finally won, once and for all. We cured starvation in 


Bangladesh. Bobby Orr. Liv Ullman (are they still married?). Rocky Moun- 
tain highs, blasting off that 8-track player in your ‘73 Barracuda. Blasting 
The Last Waltz just like Hank Aaron blasted #715. 

Then there was uh Marilyn Monroe and the flappers, no — hoola hoops 


It has a name. It is mistaken 
For human, as it walks the streets. 
It is MONEY. It is the fire 


That does burn music, the face — no, wait — shit, | hope I’m not losing my grip on this fad stuff. Cuz I live 
That Muddy Waters had to see for the moment. And | know what’s happening now — ‘“‘I’m a walking man 
Every time he left.the door / No time to talk7 And it’s alright, it’s okay. . . / I’m staying alive, staying 
Until the miles and nights of his life alive... / Ah ah ah ah, staying alive...” 

Were counted, totaled, and gone. Donny B. Boru 


JAZZ BLUES SOUL 


A FULL STRENGTH 
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CLASSICAL REGGAE 


FURNITURE B 


By Rich Hack. 
Directed by Sheena See. 
Presented by No Theatre. 


Readers of OH NO! NOHO! need no introduc- 
tion to Rich Hack, editor of our comics and 
creator of NoHo Exit, a strip which oftentimes 
takes as its theme the author-protagonist’s 
egotism, and which explores the tenuous rela- 
tionship between self-aggrandizement and self- 
actualization, hype and fame, power and usur- 
pation. The first surprise, then, in Hack’s first play 
is the author’s ability to remain invisible. The 
villainous face of the playwright is nowhere in 
evidence among the dramatis personae, nor is 
it seen peering out of the dark corners of Jan 
Stenson’s stage set. 

Not that there aren’t comic strip elements in 
Furniture Boy. Hack’s trademark use of silhouet- 
tes is recreated for stage by bare light bulbs and 
a bare wall for a backdrop. In this shadowy realm 
chairs and human beings interrelate with a kind 
of equality — transcending the subject-object 
dialectic, if you like, which is the play’s theme and 
philosophical plaything. The dialogue is also 
reminiscent of Hack’s printed work. Indeed, the 
characters themselves do have about them some 
of the concise, endearingly stereotyped quality 
of comic strip figures. Yet to interpret Hack’s play 
by this external criterion would be to do it an 
injustice. 


The plot of Furniture Boy is a bizarre, clanking 
machine that seems on the verge of falling to 
pieces at all times. It is a structure that appears 
scarcely capable of containing the chaos 
generated by the characters. This, however, is 
part of Hack’s masterful illusion. The clanking 
machine, against all odds, keeps running for two 
full hours, and manages to achieve a remarkable 
climax at the close of each act. That plot, by vir- 
tue of its complexity, defies summary. To be brief, 
it devolves upon a love affair between Harry (Roy 
Faudree) and his mattress, from which union the 
title character is born. Within a dreamlike con- 
flation of a single apartment and a neighborhood, 


TOBEY 


Harry lives among eccentric relatives and friends, 
each of whom has some sexual peculiarity of his 
or her own. The Bathrobe (Dana Gentes) is an 
overwrought parody of teenage lust whose ap- 
petite extends even to worms. Cheryl (Jane 
Karakula) is a prissy lower-class upholder of 
morality who is easily seduced by the vulgar in- 
sistence of The Bathrobe, while Madame Irma 
(Laura Kolb), Harry’s employer and a boutique 
owner, is a mock seductress of a childwoman 
who inhabits a lurid red cave at one corner of the 
set, mixing babytalk with ravenlike warnings of 
doom. The first act sees the mattress, Cheryl, 
Madame Irma and a sex therapist (played in 
chef’s cap, slip and lab coat by Deb Jacobs) all 
become pregnant, giving birth to the principal 
characters of the second act. 

Karakula and Gentes both gave extraordinary 
performances during the first act on both occa- 
sions when this reviewer saw the play. But it was 
none the less Faudree who dominated the scene. 
Given the vastly improbable condition of having 
a mattress for a mistress, Faudree approached 
the part in what can only be called deadly 
earnest. Sweating, wide-eyed with concentration, 
barely able to keep his glasses on his face 
through all manner of contortions, falls and moun- 
tings, Faudree generated such intensity that he 
endowed the role with another whole dimension. 
His particular obsession seemed to stimulate the 
other characters’ obsessions, to the point where 
it became possible to see the play as an allegory 
of ail desire, a commentary upon so-called ‘‘nor- 
mal’ sexual -appetites by way of manic 
exaggeration. 

After the first act ended with three women and 
one mattress giving birth, (quite a spectacle, as 
you may imagine), the play resumed for a second 
act set fifteen years later. Harry has grown a 
gigantic potbelly and ass, Cheryl is dressing in 
middle-aged-lady-clothes, but Madame Irma and 
the sex therapist remain untouched by time. Four 


new characters are introduced, and gradually 
revealed to be (guess who?) the four offspring 
birthed before intermission. Furniture Boy 
himself, the son of Harry and the mattress, was 
played by Marty Maceda in an amiable fusion of 
sincerity and empty-headedness, befitting so- 
meone half human and half object. Furniture 
Boy’s friends include the weightlifting Nadine, a 
scowling face over a perfect body, brilliantly por- 
trayed by Kate Hogan — she turns out to be the 
offspring of Cheryl and The Bathrobe, much to 
her dismay. Chair, (Lee Marcosian), whom Fur- 
niture Boy claims to have bought at a tag sale, 
is a spaceshot who babbles out oracular ut- 
terances in no particular context. He turns out 
to be Harry’s son by the therapist (conceived dur- 
ing a ‘‘sex surrogate’ session). Last, and least 
too, is Kid Enza, conceived by Madame Irma 
when she spills a container of the Bathrobe’s 
reproductive fluid in.her lap while sitting in her 
perennial lounge chair. The Kid, a zombie on 
roller skates, is a flailing, wheeling menace of 
kinetic chaos played by Phil Lawrence with un- 
failing deadpan. 


The second act may be described in 
Aristotelian terms as one long anagnoresis or 
recognition scene, where the origins of the four 
new characters are revealed. Cheryl, it seems, 
has hidden the mattress after the birth of Fur- 
niture Boy in a misguided attempt to normalize 
Harry’s sexuality. In the final moments, a box she 
is carrying is opened to reveal the mattress, who 
dies after a heartbreaking reunion with the heart- 
broken Harry and the son whom she has never 
seen since birth. The anarchy generated by this 
scene matches the madness that ends Act I, and 
gives a strong sense of symmetry to the plot. 

Most of these devices of plotting and 
characterization have been part of traditional 
comic dramaturgy from Attic Greece to the pre- 
sent, but Hack’s writing and Sheena See’s direc- 
ting created a feeling that something utterly new 
was going on. Maybe it was that cartoon flavor, 
or the astonishingly high quality of the acting, or 
the ultimate vitality of the silly premise. Maybe 
it was the effectiveness of the set and properties, 
as more and more chairs kept appearing as the 
play went on. Maybe it was the consistently in- 
novative series of variations on the love scene 
that made it work. The important thing, however, 
was that it did work, that is, it kept everybody 
howling with laughter, so that the two hours of 
this feature-length play passed as swiftly as a 
vignette. 

Kit Litter 
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We’ve been walking, talking and driving around this Valley for the past two years disguised as salesmen. 
Toting the bag from which we displa y our wares, we speak to hundreds of the distinguished businessmen 
and women of the town. We do well at it, and an intriguing sidecar is the dirt we find. It’s time to share it. 

Note: All the news which follows was heard on the street. We’re not sure if it is all true, but it was 
said and dutifully recorded here. 


FAST FORWARD: A couple of video stores are on the move, both in Hadley. The Video Studio 16, 
(nee 19), has taken over the old Hadley post office. And, get this, the Video House has abandoned 
the town’s last living Mall and has opened up a “Drive Thru” in the former Butler and Ullman across 
from the mall. Knowledgeable people in video wonder how long they will be able to make money ren- 
ting tapes. . . so the Video House is getting into major appliances, to wean themselves away from 
the soon-to-be-oversaturated video rental game. A Greenfield vid merchant shut their store and tried 
to unload their tapes but found no local taker. Don’t open a video store if you want to make a lot of 
money five years from now. 

OUT THE BACK DOOR: What happened to that dingy record store which started out in the back 
of an Amherst barber shop circa 1976? They moved to the Carriage Shops and every year annexed 
another of those former motel rooms, finally adding video games. You’d wade through a motley crew 
of dazed pups and feel like a senior citizen under a microscope of disdain. Well, the passersby weren’t 
the only ones who didn’t like the rowdy kids, video games, and ratty record store. After years of police 
visits, some vandalism, and a growing shopkeeper contempt, the other tenants voted to give the Back 
Room Man the boot. So now the space lies looking like a tenement apartment, newly subdivided and 
waiting for new tenants. 


WOK OUT: Guess which restaurant is going out of business very soon? It’s the little Japanese place 
on Pleasant Street. But wait, there’s more. Cecilia Tam is selling her Wok Restaurant in Hadley to 
the owner of Amherst’s Hunan Garden. Tam will open a new NON-CHINESE restaurant where Jialih’s 
is now. She says she will feature food which “‘I like. . . not So much meat, more veggies and fish.” 
Asked about the location’s troublesome parking void, Tam said it wasn’t a problem, and that “‘Nor- 
thampton can always use another restaurant.” 

BIG BUCKS DEPT (I): Parking in that neighborhood has never been able to slow the truckloads of 
money which pour into Sze’s each night. Example: that white Porsche that’s often parked outside this 
classic Chinese joint. It’s owned by a young Sze. The older Sze, Harry, did his son one better, though. 
He owns an even classier white ride, a Rolls-Royce, complete with ‘‘SZE’S”’ plates. 

AND MORE PIZZA: The family that brought you Pinocchio’s in Amherst have landed in downtown 
Noho. They will open an Italian ‘‘Rosticeria” where Cooke’s Corner used to be. I’m sure Paddington 
is delighted they’ve decided to open right across the street. 


RENOVATIONS???! How about the new restaurant in Hadley, called The Commons? Open under 
a month, they shut down for “‘renovations.’”’ We heard it has something to do with selling or ‘‘renting”’ 
a liquor license for a while. 

In other Hadley news, a used car lot is going in where the Batter’s Box used to be, near Bread and 
Circus. And finally, owner Ted, of Sound in Motion in Amherst, has purchased the former Skera loca- 
tion on Russell St., and will move his car stereo business there soon. Skera has moved to Old School 
Commons. . . more on this dumb decision later. 


BUSY WRECKERS! Noticed how many buildings are falling to the cranes of Associated Building 
Wreckers? That new-looking building which once housed the Unemployment Office across from the 
post office bit the dust last month, making way for Northampton Place, a classy new retail and office 
space being developed by Strategic Planning Group. The same month a gas station next to the Goodyear 

_ Store was flattened. And the Chardan Foods building was partially razed too. It seems that is the way 
to go these days. . . knock ‘em down and put up condos. There is another giant patch of condos sprouting - 
out behind the Breeder’s Choice Pet Shop on Pleasant Street. So convenient for Yup and Coming 
Poodles. 

SCHOOL’S OUT: The Old School Commons does seem to be a little quiet for a project so in the 
limelight of PROGRESS. You know, fixing up an old abandoned school building, and making chi-chi 
Stores and apartments. How quaint! L’Artisanat, a jewelry store, has been padlocked by the sheriff's 
office while the landlords try to seize the property inside in lieu of $3,000, presumably in back rent. 
A large sign announced this tender situation to all who passed by. The Skera people scurried to try 
and hide this damning evidence with posters upon their aforementioned arrival. L’Artisanat’s owners 
claim they don’t owe rent, and that Old School Common’s owners are trying to grab their stuff to keep 
them from moving. A court battle will no doubt ensue. It appears to be a case of worried owners wat- 
ching unhappy tenants flee for lack of business. Bolle Shoes’ ‘Footprints’ packed it in, and the the 
owners of Sweeties folded their ‘‘Paper By Design” card shop. Downstairs there’s a shop called 
‘Celebrations’ which is closed with a sign indicating that they will be back in the fall some time. Across 
the hall, undaunted in spite of the spate of vacancies in their place, Skera is now in. Word is that another 
business there put a For Sale sign out looking for takers, so far found none, and will also be out soon, 
leaving Skera, Schoolhouse Books, and a lot of open space. It didn’t have to be this way. . . remember 
when Thorne’s opened as ‘‘Thorne’s Super Market?” A massive media blitz got the place going strong. 
Even the smartest shopper could pass the OSC and miss any signs of life inside. Would someone 
wake these people up and tell them they’re not snoring loud enough? 


BIG BUCKS DEPT (II): Lee Christenson does quite well thank you in whatever he does. His shiny 
blue Mercedes turbodiesel is ample evidence of this. He has razed that downtown log cabin in Florence 
and is building a new office/retail complex there. Stay tuned for more details on this project. 

BIG BIG BIG: That’s how the partners who are renovating the My Place Tavern describe their new 
steak restaurant which will open soon as The East Side Grill in the divey bar famous for the sign out- 
side: “‘Limp In Leap Out.’ The new place will be something like 3200 square feet, and be on several 
floors. These guys sound serious. And they say they are definitely, no question, going to be open by. 
the third week of September. Let’s give ‘em hell if they don’t. 


+ 
~ DIRECT MAIL RUMBLINGS: Now that Fran McNulty has flown the WHMP coop, will Advo Systems 
(the people who fill your mailbox with supermarket flyers every week) really soar? The word on the 
Street is that the Gazette, stung by the inroads made by Advo, Val-Pak and the other coupon mailing 
companies, is testing the waters for their own direct-mail project. If Charlie and Pete didn’t want to 
handle a very profitable radio station while publishing papers, do they want to lick stamps? 
HAHJEE’S HIATUS: We know that Hahjee’s Place is “temporarily closed.”’ A sign there indicated 
that since their sign had blown down in a recent storm they wouldn’t be open. But since Chef Bijan’s 
Mi j N D house was on the market, can we really expect the creator of the famous ‘‘Arrosak’’ salad dressing 
to return? 

MOVING DOWN NINE: Speaking of a lurking cloud of doom. . . have you ever noticed how few cars 
are parked in front of Funny Bones? We thinks things aren’t too funny there A “‘for sale” sign ap- 
peared briefly a couple of months ago, and it was later taken down. Seems their tab is overdue. How 
about the Dead Mall? Computer Systems Associates, the Maytag of the teetering computer retail 
business, closed their store there. We strolled into the place a few times with our voices bouncing 
off the walls, and asked how biz iz. ‘‘Going great,’’ said the jolly computer salesman. ‘‘Can | put you 
on our mailing list?’”’ Weeks later a recording said the phone was disconnected. 

ED'S PEOPLE: WRSI is making changes. Gravel-voiced Marty McGuane left in July. Replacing the 

big morningman for now is Superman’s pal. The boy DJ eats a healthy breakfast of his own consonants 
but spins the best mix on the commercial airwaves. The sales manager is leaving for the Big Apple. 
Also, a charter employee did them the favor of jumping ship to the Hot Spot salesforce, sending the 
Sawyer File out in the field. Over at WPOE, the new chiefs are newsboys from DC. So far all injuns 


are staying put. 


‘A PLEASANT AND CONVENIENT ST: For months, that new laundromat on Pleasant St. across from 
O W N Chilson’s Shops has had a vacant store attached to it. Nowa new business, “TNA Convenience Store,”’ 
will open there soon. Convenience stores are the newest big money thing these days, soon to be replac- 
ing all Mom and Pop stores with their fluorescent charm. in other convenience store news, Pride Gas 
will be throwing their line into the same crowded pond in early September when they open their own 
version of Grampy’s at the corner of King St. and Damon Rd. 
FROM HART TO HAMP: Would you commute all the way from Hartford every day to work at a Nor- 
thampton radio station? There’s one guy who does. He owns the battered blue Chevette with Connec- 
pot during the day. We are perplexed by his motivation, com- 


ticut plates you see parked at The Hot S 
| ing from a city with a dozen better radio stations. Maybe he just wants to be a part of the only game 
22 OH NO! NOHO! in town — or is Hamp really the Paradise of America after all? 
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DOUBLE DOSE OF THE 
HAMPER: HIPPIE HANGOVER | 


‘Gossip is the opiate of the oppressed”’ — Erica Jong 


Mr. Mainstream took his bad self outta town to the Big Apple to seek fame 
& fortune there. . . Willyfindit?? Thankx for too much blood. What about 
Mallard Man, he was seen in Holyoke with a large beak. Mike, the hobby 
cop, king of the tail-pipe practitioners, has been around these parts for years. 
Seventeen years ago he was ridin around on his bicycle with a skinny guy 
and they would come charging out of alleyways with walkie-talkies, snap- 
pin bull-whips! Mike had three flashlights in each pocket. We used to call 
them the ‘bicycle seat smellers’!! Just an example of mid-sixties SQUAM. . . 
Word is out that the only person that knows the whereabouts of Rainbow 
Blue is Bran, the granola salesman. R.B. Says he has all the answers for 
those ruffage problems, and is a real Nut to be out on that Date with. Con- 
nie & Raymond Marvel were caught sucking each other’s feet down behind 
a shrubbery near the fishcoteque last saturday nite. . . 

Does anybody know what happened to a gang from NOHO called the 
Slabstones? They were an early example of Defiler activity. . . they used 
to ride around in a car — naked! Sounds like it’s right up your alley, Arrow! 
Congratulations to Bone, who is attending Smith College!! We need a Defiler 
there, for sure. . . 

Arrow moved from the house of shame to the garage of shame, and 
somebody else said they saw him with a mummified cat skeleton behind 
the chicken coop of shame. The Lecherous Prudes & two inmates of the 
Death Frigate were seen roasting a pork butt on the hot pavement in CatPee 
Alley. Pres, | hope the beast is under control. Defiler Security Alert #457: 
‘She who would steal defiler art will pay consequences.’ Hey Rambo, come 
& get ME! Gerbil Suicides. . . 

A Betszu-Betszu Girl was spotted working in Jakes. . . Stay tuned for more 
T-shirts. Back in the mid-sixties, fashions and types of people were pretty 
much the same as they are now, only the names have changed to protect 
the innocent. You were either a greaser which is punk these days; a col- 
legiate type which is yuppie, or preppy; or a beatnik which later became 
the hippie. Or you could be a combination of all three depending on your 
taste in fashion, or the neighborhood you hung out in at the time. Earth Punk 
Hippie! | can’t remember how many times | said ‘WOW’ back around 1968 
and 1969. A 35-year-old hippie was sighted in front of Grampy’s in high- 
water bell-bottoms, paisley sox, lookin at nude pix of Madonna! Somebody 
ought to revive the ‘caveman’ look of Sonny Bono! In NOHO, guys were 
pretty square, your basic jock type, very few long hairs with any sense of 
adventure. So if a girl wanted to have fun, she could hang out with the cool 
guys from Easthampton (OH NO! EAHO!) They had the crazy types, long 
hairs, musicians and creative types. Back in 1966 one night, a member of 
the Mongrel Puppy, no names mentioned, dressed up in women’s clothing 
and terrorized the town! Hey Pumper! Somebody said that Wally Travolta 
vacationed with a couple of Greek sailors this summer! Whatabout the Crisco 
Cruisaders?? Ruff Tuff Cream Puff. . . 

Somebody spotted a Godzilla impersonator riding around in a car scaring 
innocent bystanders on the streets. And word is out that Godzilla will be 
‘monster in residence’ in the window of Main Street Records. No Comment 
from Gidrah. .. When are you going to show the movie, Kenny?? Denise 
& Tim want to know. We received a call about the Monkey Men from the 
Witches Castle. They left the area after being exorcised in Warren, Ma. by 
a naked man in a nun’s habit. . . ‘ 

Vinnie Van Gee was seen dancin at Pearl Street, slippin and stlidin with hush 
Puppies on! Everybody else was dancin from the waist up! The ‘other’ Vin- 
nie had chicken pox earlier this summer. He and his friend, Jimmy Lee, (more 
mohawks in Florence), became honorary members of the Squam Patrol when 
they rescued a young woman from the ‘creature’! Talk about Prizzi’s Honor! 
Anyone interested in starting a Matthew Modine fan club??? Two women 
were giving each other reverse tonsilectomies in front of the quick cash 
machine on 8/24. Somebody noticed that a Rick Moranis look-alike ended 
up with ‘Miss Torso’ from Hitchcock’s REAR WINDOW! Gozar, we love you. 


And Lars Thorwald buried the neighbor’s dog in the new window boxes out 
in front of the Pleasant Street Theatre. Where do all the Killers Live??? On 
Killerlane! Bon Voyage, Lisa, we will miss you so much. Does anyone have 
any information on the Pink Eye Private Detective Services?? Eye guess 
they supply info to young women about the whereabouts of their boyfriends, 
etc... 

Four heavy ladies went to the Polish Riviera (Clear Falls, in Easthampton) 
on 8/18, for tanning butter and lo-cal cakes. They were subjected to an MTV 
nightmare when the muscle men who are into heavy metal wouldn’t turn 
down their radio. They had to leave early for a rummage sale in Agawam. 
Furniture Boy was seen down by the dump. He was missing a leg, so 
somebody threw him away. . . 

Somebody said that the David Nissenbaum Cult of the Zion Coptic Church 
was holding Jon Long, formerly of the Pajama Slave Dancers, hostage; we 
were wondering just how much that boy could be worth, and his other friend 
with the blond hair? Izzy said they were making a movie based on the Klaus 
von Bulow story, and they were Supposed to use Karen Ann Quinlan to play 
the part of Sunny, but she died. . . 

| heard somebody will open a clothing store in Thornes that features fashions 
with a neo-nuclear influence, like those in Road Warrior & Beyond Thunder- 
dome... 

Carolyn & Lisa said there was more room on the dance floors at the night 
spots here in town because the students were gone, and they were less 
likely to get bludgeoned by that high-heel shoe, or burnt with that cigarette, 
but they didn’t take into consideration that the Chonettes were still around: 
Whose Sari Now?? Three towel heads were seen in Jakes with wet hair; 
Don your medallion was showing. And he said he is celibate, and that Pokey 
is becoming Chinese by injection. | would be too, after that trip to Haiti! (last 
issue) And now, he’s shaved his head & is looking more like Travis from 
Taxi Driver every day; mumbling something about some bimbo named Iris. 
. . or Rose. The ‘Bad Dance Patrol’ arrested a guy at one of the Bright 
Moments Concerts this summer in front of Millie’s Pierogi Stand. Giant snail 
tracks were discovered late last night on Elwell’s Island; she says she goes 
without underwear in the summer. Watch out for the Mutant Hair! Lusty Lud- 
milla said she had just shaved her inner leg to look ‘marvelous’ in that high 
cut bathing suit, however last sunday she got a really bad sunburn and was 
seen with ice cube trays strapped to her crotch... . Using noxema and wear- 
ing men’s boxer shorts for three days and nights is recommended. Did you 
see the leeches on Rambo’s neck when they pulled him out of the swamp? 
Worm-boys secreting the ‘spice’ were subjected to teddy-bear-torture last 
week when SideWalk Sam ran them over on her skateboard! ‘‘That will keep 
them from rearing their ugly heads,” she said. Screams in the night were 
heard last week when the Cat-Man who is tied to Stella Spambottom’s bed- 
post yelled out something about a ‘“‘mister happy”’!! (and she said she threw 
away the leopard ears a few weeks ago) ‘‘see these eyes so green. . .‘ The 
‘good’ Russell (sorry to hear about your accident, and we hope you recover 


soon), said that not all Scorpios are bad;.he didn’t like his color in the last 
Cosmic Underdog, which was Vampire Violet. The ‘bad’ Russell was indif- 
ferent. Speaking of Scorpios, it was a real turn-on to see you crawling around 
on all four with a lamp shade on your head, Roy! Madame Irma, Madame 
Irma, Madame Irma, and she is one too! Beat Me, Worm Me, Make Me write 
Bad Checks. . . 
A new group is being formed called the ‘Clit Club’. Members include Vulva, 
Juicy, Sleazy, Clitia, Itchie, Snatch, Slimy, Smelly, Stinky, Squat, Squishy, 
Monkey and Bushey! And there seems to be a new bunch of ‘closet 
heterosexuals’ springing up all over town; some lesbians included! By the 
way, where’s Vito??? Congratulations Jeremy, good luck with your danc- 
ing adventures! Earnie, we miss R-Complex, when you used to sing and 
dance with M-Do in your wife’s underwear. . . Happy Birthday Virgo! Fur- 
niture Boy is wanted by the police; he was in a missionary position with a 
Lazy Boy Recliner at the Fireworks on July 4, when a young girl got her 
head caught and her father shot her. The last time he was seen was on 
that weekend, with an Electro-Lux! He dumped Eureka. . . 
Hey Geeko! The Place is looking up. . . Limp In—Leap Out! Pee Wee Loves 
You! Did you hear that Fred Blassie will be making an appearance at Pearl 
Street!? And the next day he will have a brunch with Johnny Alien, and | 
wonder if Werner Herzog eats his shoe on that one! And T.K. was given 
permission to suspend himself from the ceiling of the North Star, wearing 
french cut bikini briefs with bananas stuffed in them! No roll of quarters, 
no gun, just the big yellow things. . . By the way, is there gonna be another 
Banana Give-Away this fall??? Oh No Rotorooter!! Check out an astrology 
column in Vanity Fair each month by a guy named Michael Lutin, it’s the 
best! Is it true that Gerbils can fly? Weird Al says they can. . . 
We heard there is a dish at Hot Tomatoes called Rasta Pasta! Let’s get funky. 
You won’t be able to sit out on the sidewalk at Bonducci’s anymore. . . and 
soon you won't be able to at Paddington’s either. What a drag, | guess that 
takes away from NOHO being somewhat like the Paris of New England, huh? 
How about the arm pit of New England???? 
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BIG BAGGY CLOTHES ARE BACK. 


THE TIME EVERYONE (N UN- 
TIED NIKES FELL DOWN 


SUMMER IN HAMP— 
A BEACH TOWN IN 
SEARCH OF BEACKH. 
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CSS 
CHUMBLY 
ALUMNUS 


EUDORA'S 
SUNDAY 
SPECIAL. 


FEOPLE IN PEDAL 

FUSHERS NEVER 

PUSH PEDALS. 
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SURE, | REALLY LOVE HIM, EVEN 
(IF #E& DOESN'T KNOW THE 
RIGHT WAY To WEAR A 
HAWAIIAN SHIRT. 
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HEY, STEVE, DUKAKIS _NO, ALEX, IT'S GOODNESS! GONNA PUT ALL 400 
CAN'T OUTLAW GAY — ONLY FOSTER PARENTS USED PAMPERS BACK 
UNCLES, CAN HE? THE FOOL'S AFTER, ON ME IN PROTEST. - 
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ANNOUNCING THE 


UNCLASSIFIEDS 


With classified advertising, you open to the 
category you're looking for, check to see if what 
you want is there, say ‘‘Ugh. No Stratocasters”’ 
or ‘‘Hmm. A Gremlin” or ‘Damn! No fatties’’ and 
close the paper. Contrast this with the back page 
of The Village Voice or with the entirety of 
Greenfield’s own Town Crier. Among all those lit- 
tle ads, all that undigested slag, you always feel 
that there has to be something meant just for 
you, a treasure overlooked by everyone else. And 
so you read them all, in the Crier an ad for piglets 
(‘ready to go!’’) followed by a six-line yard sale, 
followed by a novena to St. Jude. This is great 
reading! Accordingly, we’ve decided to offer you 
all the wonders of classified advertising without 
the illusion of order. We’ve decided to inaugurate 
the OH NO! NOHO! UNCLASSIFIEDS. And our 
prices will be very, very affordable (i.e. cheap) 
compared with you-know-who. 


j= °@f—_—= <= 


To kick this off in the chaotic style that it 
demands, OH NO! NOHO! is making the follow- 
ing INCOMPREHENSIBLY EXCELLENT OFFER: 
send your October UNCLASSIFIED to us at Box 
415, Northampton, MA 01060 and we'll run it 
gratis, free, at no cost to you. Talk about cheap! 
Keep it down to four lines, one ad per customer, 
please. Then, when October comes, we'll talk 
about money for November. 


If what you have is a personal, we’ll assign you 
an OH NO! box number, and forward your 
responses discreetly in a plain brown envelope. 


So go ahead, do it! (Or else we’ll make them up, 
and you know what that’ll be like). Make sure 
you include your name, address and telephone 
number. 


UNCLE BONSAI: Satirical 
vocal stylists from sunny 
Seattle return to the Iron 
Horse on Wednesday, Oc- 
tober 9. 


‘‘A HOUSE, A BIRD, OR A 
MAN?’’: Performance by 
Laura Kolb, Wednesday, 
September 18, 7:30 pm at the 
Porter Phelps Huntington 
Museum, Hadley. 


NANCY ELWELL: Works of 
art on exhibition at Bart’s Ice 
Cream, Northampton, through 
October 8. 


MURNAU’S NOSFERATU: 
Classic film with classy ac- 
companiment by DJ Sidewalk 
Sam, Friday the 13th of 
September, Midnight, at The 
Northampton Center for the 
Arts. 


[ETT 
NEXT MONTH: 
OH NO! NOHO! EXCLUSIVE: 


OLIARD BOOKSHOPirs 


Specializing in the Humanities & Social Sciences 
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44 Pleasant St. Theater < 


Starts September 11 
“A MOST ENTERTAINING MOVIE.” 


—Vincent Canby, New York Times 


6 JAMES MASON EDWARD FOX 


i ’¥ #4 Shootin 
a (Re art 


A European Classics Release 1985 


—Vincent Canby, 
NEW YORK TIMES 


““A SWEEPING CHAMBER-EPIC’’ 
© . SATYAJIT RAY’S 

THE HOME 

THEWORLD 


STONEWALL 


The Making of a Gay and Lesbian Community 


“Premiere Sept. 25 
§ Ya27 Pleasant St./Northampton 586-0935a8 


BROADSID 


| 247 MAIN ST., NORTHAMPTON, MASS. ~» 586-4235 J 
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ROBERT BOHM 
IN THE AMERICAS 


All-Time Valley Small Press Bestseller 
Winner of Great Lakes Colleges Associa- 
tion Prize 
Revolutionary Poems of the City of 

Holyoke 
Available Exclusively at 
Bookshop, Amherst 
And Broadside Bookshop, Northampton 


PANACHE BOOKS 


Goliard 


CONVERSATION WITH PAUL BOWLES 
IN TANGIER 
BE THERE OR BE SQUARE 


® HELP WANTED e 


@ ADVERTISING SALES © 
& HIGH COMMISSIONS 
UNLIMITED POTENTIAL FOR GROWTH ad 


@ EXPERIENCE PREFERRED e 
RESPOND IN WRITING TO 

@ AD REP - OH NO! NOHO! @ 
P.O. BOX 413 

© NORTHAMPTON, MA 01060 @ 
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Whitman and Whitman Hair Design 

is looking for experienced hairdressers 
to work in ever-changing high tech Nor- 
thampton saion. Call Linea at 586-7506 


All inquiries strictly confidential. 


Original 
and Still the 
me Best! 


Thornes Marketplace 
Old South St. Entrance 
Northampton 


Open Noon ‘till 11:30 Sun. - Thurs 
Noon ‘till Midnight Fri. & Sat 


§86-4837 
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THE COSMIC 
UNDERDOG 
BY STELLA 
SPAMBOTTOM 


ARIES: Your love life is at a peak this month 
because of Quasistellar Objects mounting Elmer 
Fudd’s love handles. Too many lovers come back 
into town after your monkey thighs and buffalo 
buns. . . hide out in the woods for comic relief. 
Try eating more chocolate, experiment with a sur- 
rogate sampler, and Wilma Flintstone birth con- 


trol devices. Avoid lunar probes, and invest in an 


electric bug snapper for those fishing trips; stay 
offa the bench in front of the deli. . . 
Your Color: GILMAN GRAPE 


TAURUS: The energy created by several Bovine 
Bodies bludgeoned by Vulcan twists the horns 
of the horney bull par sec. Like being in a china 
closet, you could mess alotta things up. . . or be 
mistaken for a moving violation. Chill out, quell 
that appetite by piggin out on fudge; weather strip 
your wardrobe. Say a prayer to the ‘Peat Bog 
Man’: Don’t smoke dope, fry your hair! New 
romance can wait till the 27th when your Big Dip- 
per reaches the 47th Parallel. For absolute 
magnitude, meet that mate at 6:00 in the morn- 
ing, remember, the early bull-finch gets the worm, 
see you at Jake’s. .. 

Your Color: KNUCKLEBUTT BRENDLE 


GEMINI: Great time to alter that N-Body Problem 
by showing off those hamhocks and spindly legs 
with a Hulk Hogan Jiffy Lube; rope a dope! If you 
got saddle sore from wearing that naughty bikini 
this summer, call the toll-free hot line for better 
seating arrangements. Make an appointment with 
the Frug Meister if you’re into dancing this month. 
. . Making breakfast to the latest Godzilla Movie 
Soundtrack could be an easy way to ignore that 
unexpected guest on the weekend, cook them 
a couch potato. The Vulcan Oracle suggests get- 
ting your tires rotated, and lubricate your steer- 
ing column with an anti-silicate to prevent slipp- 
ing, and pullover road-side checks. . . 


Your Color: RASPBERRY RED, LEMON. 


YELLOW & ORANGE ORANGE 


CANCER: The Venus Mound conjunct Leda & 
the Swan makes for wonderful sex with the 
Keebler Cookie Elves this fall! Loch Ness 
Monsters and cute carps are not to be trusted, 
however. Try a safe and painless way to remove 
unwanted hair & work on restoring that Giant 
Negative Space Wedgie. Avoid words ending 
with ‘zoid’, using them will piss everybody off. 
The Gibbous Moon at the end of the month will 
make it okay if | don’t write anything about you 
next month. . . Stay outta Bartertown, see you 
in November. Your Color: THUNDERDOME 
CHROME 


LEO: Polaris (The North Star) opposing a Subd- 
warf Speculum sets off a primeval fireball this 
month which may bring about the gaining of 
cellulite lumpy bodies. Not to worry, they can be 
beaten off with a stick. Get plenty of catgut, have 
your willie adjusted, and eat some hot cross buns. 
. . New love on the 16th finds you with wombats 
in your belfry, but you can easily rid them with 
Gay Blade Grass Seed Mixture, or see the Count 
on Sesame Street. Replace the ball-bearings on 
your skateboard. Wash a house. Your Color: 
POO POO LA LA LILAC 


VIRGO: Meteoroids traveling thru the Dumbbell 
Nebula at this very moment cause you anxieties 
about making unimportant decisions. Ask your 
friends what they’d do, but don’t listen. . . This 
will make you sooo attractive, they won’t even 
remember you’re worried, and neither will you! 
Trade in your Hoover for an Electrolux, invest in 
Ortho Weed-Be-Gone, & keep accurate watch on 
your latent bulb assortment. Try pamplemousse 
in your hair, and a push-up bra for your Hyginus 
Cleft. Get an ace bandage for your double chin, 
and a paper clip for your bottom lip. . . 

Your Color: MEL GIBSON CRIMSON 


LIBRA: This month you will learn that love has 
nothing to do with the ‘big bang theory’! This time 
there will be penalties for early withdrawls, with 
the excavation of the smithies. Chewing gum and 
diet pills offer you no aid in the way of symptom 
substitution. You may just have to go pound 
sand. Go in the ocean. Take advice from Bar- 
nacle Bill the Sailor. Invest in mustard plasters 
for that sunburnt & flea-bitten heinie. Put plenty 
of white cream on your nose, avoid muff diving 
& choral reefs. . . there are plenty of flat-nose 
sharks after your BAIT! Your Color: HAM- 
-FIGHTER WHITER 


DBAS COoOROD 


VIRGO 


The Virgos | know, if they’re not really together 
with all the positive aspects of this sign, are sit- 
ting at home on a heap of dirty taundry, pro- 
crastinating about adjusting the roll in the toilet 
paper dispenser. Somebody calls and they run 
on and on about having all the symptoms of five 
major diseases, and the health risks they’ve 
taken in the past few months. So they tell you 
that: they’re about to get out the aspirin, the 
heating pad, and the epsom salts, etc. When you 
mention you just called to see if they wanted to 
go for a walk, they tell you they have to stay home 
to save money. Meanwhile, they subconscious- 
ly just peeled the rubber off their walking shoes 
so that they know they weren’t really telling a lie. 
Three hours later, you see them buying a 
90-gallon container of Janitor in a Drum, on sale 
for $30.00, but it will last for ten years. 


In the middle of that important phone conversa- 
tion, they will tell you there is someone at the 
door, or that they have to go to the bathroom, and 
the phone gets disconnected. They will analyze 
your life, making the proper adjustments, and 
then make lists of things you should do for the 
next three months. 


They acquire hebephrenic silliness of the frontal 
lobe, even though Virgo rules the intestines and 
rectum (I nearly killed ‘em). They show up at a 
party with a baby-blue knit dress their aunt gave 
them 7 years ago, and they just found it in an old 
bag of goodies (that they save & save & save). 
They might knit lace doilies for the back of your 
chairs, and they make some of the most devout 
-girl scouts even though they might wear black 
panties under their uniforms. 


The Virgo planner will spend hours of conversa- 
tion loading you down on the details of their latest 
project, knowing full well that you know nothing 
of what they are talking about; but if you are a 
good friend, you will act like you know what is 
going on. Once you do this, they may never bring 
up the subject again, if you’re lucky! 


1 love it when they tell you you’re not taking 
enough vitamins, and you'll be sick for the next 


_ year, “‘like | was”’! 


| love it when they get involved in the same old 
love affairs they’ve said they’d never get into 
again! 


| love it when you say one thing, and they read 
between the lines like nobody else! Deb said she 
lived in a trailer with a triple Virgo and a double 
Virgo once. it was very ‘clean’! 


Watch out, coz a Virgo always knows when 
you're faking it, because it is a habit of theirs. 
They can have the ability to transform the mun- 
dane into the very important. You can sometimes 
fall asleep while they are talking to you. (Because 
they often talk to themselves in the same man- 
ner). My suggestions to get the best out of them 
are: Give them a Serious project, and they will 
be secure for a while, anyway. Deal with them 
indirectly, and let them think they are doing all 


‘ the work. The Lemurian Epoch has them always 


asking the same question, ‘‘Should | marry 
him/her, or should | ice him/her?’’ Remember, 
Batman & Robin were Virgos, and they cleaned 
up a lot of shit, you just have to learn to trust 
them, no matter how funny the disguise! 


Stella Spambottom 
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SCORPIO: Oral hygiene can be a problem this 
month when a fishmonger hooks into a raw nerve 
near your errogenous zone, and you could 
develop an under-the-lip canker, or toilet tongue. 
To prevent this, keep your mouth stuffed with cot- 
ton & put a rubber band around the rest of your 
teeth. Avoid creamy fillings, crazy glue, and quit 
lying about your age. With interaction between 
Cellulite Bodies & the Beef Cake Nebula 
(remember, Rambo is a Scorpio!), too big an ego 
could spark off the Emission Spectrum and you 
could experience spontaneous combustion. To 
avoid more danger, attach a cuisinart Nuclear- 
Garbage Burning Device by Romco to your TR-7 
for improved jiggawatt mileage. Your Color: 
LINOLEUM LACTATE 


SAGITTARIUS: After the full moon in Pisces, no 
one will be able to resist the sudden impact of 
emotion concerning your Astral Body! You’ll get 
a blast from Orion with a Bodacious Bombshell. 
. .B.B. Bardot and Liberace look-alikes attract 
your eye, however forget them if they don’t have 
any money. Take lessons from the “‘Man with the 
X-Ray Eyes” and Eldridge Cleaver, they have the 
talents to locate the ‘big bills’ & 

the ‘big bulges’! The Lemurian Epoch recom- 
mends you not buy Plutonium from any Libyans 
and avoid any Termite People until 1999. . . 
Your Color: TAXI DRIVER IRIS 


CAPRICORN: Since the Alien conjuncts Gozar: 


in the Thoracic Cavity this month, beware of 
orange tiger cats & open heart surgery. Don’t eat 
any canned foods or Slim Jims. Avoid inter- 
planetary communications, tight space suits, and 
Sigourney Weaver look-alikes. Gaseous Subd- 
warf Spheres interact with the high tide on the 


21st, which proves that the ‘‘Beach Ball Spore 
Theory”’ (which isn’t related to the ‘‘giant gumb- 
ball effect’) does exist. . . stay away from the 
beach, and prevent the roasting of weenies at the 
time. Check with Creature Feature for further in- 
structions. Your Color: SISTER LUKE PUKE 


AQUARIUS: Absolute magnitude concerning the 
Doppler Shift allows for loud color contrasts, and 
weird combinations of clothing. Your Hanging 
Moon on the 18th makes you feel half jumped 
by Mr. Dead, which points the way to a hot new 
romance, but watch out, they may be nym- 
phomaniac, or one of the ‘Fierce People’ from 
the Emerald Forest. . . Falling asleep on the job 
could bring about dreams of cat people & tasma- 
nian devils. Galactic dust balls formed by too 
much garlic and nematoad activity result from 
sleeping with your mouth open. . . Beware of ob- 
jects that go bump and grind in the night. Stay 
away from all-night parties, and get some duct 
tape for that hairy area on your chromed bumper. 
Your Color: NAVEL ORANGE 


PISCES: With Neptune submerged in your base- 
ment & fishing season ever so popular, you could 
get hooked by an electric pole which creates a 
new dimension in the rear extremity, and you 
might end up with sand in your slits. Since you 
are an endangered species, avoid oxymorons, 
jumbo shrimp, and Italians. You may be temp- 
ted by jailbait to help you rebuild that old differen- 
tial, but ask A.C. Cobra to check under your hood 
first, it may just be a disconnected joint. . . Treat 
yourself to a mud bath, or pose as a beached 
whale or geeko for a fashion pin-up. Send a quick 
note to your favorite cousin, The Creature from 
the Black Lagoon... 

Your Color: VERONICA LAKE DEEP 
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13 N. Pleasant St. 
Amherst, MA 
(802) 254-4877 


48 Main St. 
Brattleboro, VT 
256-0691 


